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The Long Way Home

The Little House Books,
Born in the Albanian
Mountains

W

e who blithely drive to the mountains for a weekend
forget that mountain ranges for thousands of years barred peoples
from each other. The ridges were truly remote.
	I’ve been working for a while on a book about Laura Ingalls Wilder,
who, in the 1930s and 1940s, wrote the Little House book series based on her
nineteenth-century pioneer childhood. An experience in a remote mountain
range inspired Wilder’s secret collaborator—her daughter, Rose. Rose Wilder
Lane was a famous fiction writer who believed that hard times made America.
People who explore wilderness often tell me that Laura Ingalls Wilder
inspired them. If they knew more about Rose Wilder Lane, they’d say
the same of her. The two women together wrote the books about Laura’s
hardscrabble childhood, which shaped Laura and her family (with a little
editorial tweaking) into heroes and heroines. Rose herself wrote two adult
novels about pioneers. Readers eagerly jumped into these stories published
during the Great Depression and the Dust Bowl, the worst economic and
environmental disasters in a hundred years. Readers sent letters to Wilder
telling her that they had found courage in the pioneers.
	Only recently have I realized that this courage made its way into writing
because Rose Wilder Lane went to the mountains of Albania ten years before
they started writing the books. The trip inspired her to live in Albania for
a few years during a time the tiny nation was a destination for Bohemian
Europeans and Americans. There, she pondered her own past and that of
her mother and father. She wrote to them, asking them for details of their
covered-wagon trips and early farms on land buffalo had recently trampled.
Rose’s trip through the northern Albanian mountains was on horseback in
1920. The beauty of the country, the sweet tenacity of her boy guide, and the
harshness of its tribal ways struck her. Many of the people she met had never
seen women from the West.
6 Appalachia
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“I had the vaguest notion of Albania,” Rose wrote in her book, Peaks of
Shala (Harper & Brothers, 1923). “I knew it was the smallest and newest
member of the League of Nations; I knew it was in the Balkan wars. . . .
If some one, testing my intelligence or psycho-analyzing, had said to me,
‘Albanians,’ I should have replied, ‘Bandits.’”
But she had joined a small group with two other Red Cross women who
were considering opening a school in the mountains, an interpreter who was
secretary to the Albanian minister to the interior, and guides who included a
12-year-old Albanian named Rexh Meta.
At times, if you believe Rose literally, their ponies navigated the steep
incline by standing on their hind legs and pawing the rocks with their front
legs. One of the women lay “almost perpendicular” on her pony’s back.
The guides each carried 20 pounds and walked next to the ponies. The
guides sang. “The sun swung to its highest and sank again while we climbed,”
Rose wrote. “It was low in the sky—it seemed on a level with us—when we
made the last interminable hundred yards up into the Chafa Bishkasit [the
Road of the Mountaineers]. We were in the sky; there is no other way to say
it, and no way in which to describe that sensation of infinite airiness. Forty
miles behind and below us, Lake Scutari lay flat, like a pool of mercury on a
gray-brown floor.”
Rose went back to the United States for a period, then returned for another
visit. On a day when she stood on a high, lonely meadow there, looking down
on simple villages and farms, she resolved to live in Albania. By fall 1926,
after another stay on the Missouri farm, Rose was back in the Balkans with
a friend (nurse Helen Boylston, who wrote books for girls). They spent
nearly two years living in Tirana, in a big house with a walled garden. Here,
Rose wrote stories and a novel, but not about her lowland garden; the
mountains had done their work. Away from the American heartland, she
saw its rough striving spirit clearly. She wrote serial fiction about the
American Midwest. In a notebook of ideas, she planned ideas for books
about pioneers.
Rose (and Boylston) finally left Albania in 1928. Rose missed America,
although she would not have put it that way. By 1928, Rose was back living at
her parents’ farm, urging her mother to write down all of her memories about
pioneer days. And so they began the work on Little House in the Big Woods,
Little House on the Prairie, and six other books.
—Christine Woodside
Editor-in-Chief
Summer/FALL 2013 7
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Skiing on Copper and Coal
With heavy hearts, five friends explore land
scheduled for “fracking” and open-pit mining
John Gioia

It would be madness for the sake of a single mine of modest potential to
compromise a place that could one day be as important to the world as Banff,
Jasper, Yosemite, the Grand Canyon of the Colorado, or the mountains
of Tibet.
—Wade Davis, The Sacred Headwaters: The Fight to Save the Stikine,
		
Skeena, and Nass

8 Appalachia
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D

uring winter 2012, four friends and I tr aveled to the
remote woods and mountains of northwest British Columbia for two
months in search of true wilderness adventure. Living among and interacting
with the native Tahltan and traveling within the alternately gentle and harsh
solitude of the Sacred Headwaters, our lives were profoundly changed. In
early February, our journey began from Colorado as we embarked for Iskut,
British Columbia, nearly 2,500 miles north. As we drove, we accumulated
gear and food and pushed the car (and ourselves) to the brink. With dry
bags strapped to the roof two rows high, gear sleds fully loaded resting on
our laps, a trailer-hitch luggage carrier perilously supported by rope stays,
45 days’ worth of rations, eight pairs of skis, winter camping gear, and camera
equipment bulging out of every corner of the trusty vehicle, we barely made it
to our final snowy destination ten days later. With the support of a National
Geographic Young Explorers grant, we left our jobs, homes, and family. We
succumbed to the lure of first descents, expedition, and the northern lights.
We looked for answers to the Tahltans’ questions: Who would protect the
Sacred Headwaters? Within days, our vocabulary had been reduced to a
few basic terms: “This is so amazing,” “Yes!,” and “I’m never going home!”
Within a couple of weeks, we had to create our own words and phrases to
convey our ecstatic feelings.
	Our crew had visited the area on a backpacking expedition to the Spatsizi
Plateau Wilderness Provincial Park in summer 2010. While in the area
following our backpacking expedition, local residents indulged us with stories
of Tahltan history and culture, of Spatsizi, and of the Sacred Headwaters.
What began as reminiscences of times past soon grew into lamentations of the
current issues facing the Tahltan, and the Sacred Headwaters, a vast wilderness
encompassing the headwater lakes and streams of three of Canada’s greatest
salmon-bearing rivers. Wade Davis, anthropologist and National Geographic
Explorer-in-Residence (our host), and his friend Jim Bourquin, an expat from
Oregon who lives in Iskut (one of three Tahltan towns), explained over a
campfire and moose stew that natural gas, anthracite coal, copper, and gold
were the primary focuses of major development projects that currently exist
in the exploratory phases. Thickly bearded and indeed a sturdy man after 40
years spent in the north woods, Bourquin explained that Mount Klappan and
its surrounding valleys were to be the site of hydraulic fracturing (also known

The author’s four companions on a ridge in the Sacred Headwaters of northern British
Columbia, where mining interests could threaten the water’s purity. JOHN GIOIA
Summer/FALL 2013 9
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as fracking) containing several thousand wells on behalf of Royal Dutch Shell,
as well as Fortune Minerals’ anthracite coal mine. Davis, wildly charismatic
and quick to pounce on any opportunity for a story, spoke of the magnificent
lake chain and valleys below Todagin Mountain, home to North America’s
largest herd of stone sheep, and a sacred Tahltan hunting ground. Together as
old friends recalling the good old days, they built up the beauty and wonder
of the massif, describing in colorful detail legendary stories of Tahltan elders
hunting on its windswept slopes and frigid plateau summit. They further
explained that Todagin Mountain is endowed with vast deposits of copper
and gold, and that Imperial Metals was considering the potential to locate an
open-pit copper and gold mine directly on its summit. Our hosts’ stories soon
returned to the more joyful epic tales of wilderness travel in Spatsizi, but the
message of development had permeated deeply within our minds. We knew
we wanted to go back.
Although Shell has since withdrawn its plans and the Canadian government
has sanctioned a permanent moratorium on natural gas exploration in the
Sacred Headwaters, the anthracite coal, copper, and gold mines remain in the
developing stages and pose serious threats to the land and watersheds within
the Sacred Headwaters. Home to the birthplace of three of Canada’s largest
and most important salmon-bearing rivers—the Skeena, the Stikine, and the
Nass—the Sacred Headwaters lie within Tahltan First Nation territory, land
that has never been ceded to the Canadian government. Mount Klappan
sits at the heart of the Sacred Headwaters in the Klappan Highlands and is
surrounded by the headwater lakes, muskegs, and tributary streams of these
three magnificent rivers. The Sacred Headwaters, these three watersheds and
rivers (atop British Columbia’s Most Endangered Rivers of 20121), and the
Tahltan are in imminent danger of losing to mineral mining the pristine and
untrammeled wilderness that year after year produces massive amounts of
clean and pure water.
The size and condition of the wilderness surrounding the Sacred
Headwaters is staggering. As Davis says, it is a “wild horizon where Canada
could hide England, and the English would never find it.”2 Indeed, the
area holds wolf packs 25 large that feast on moose, leaving the remains to
McCall, Jeremy. “Sacred Headwaters and Kokish River Jointly Top BC’s Most Endangered
Rivers List for 2012.” Outdoor Recreation Council of British Columbia, March 12, 2012. Web:
May 20, 2012. orcbc.ca/index.html

1
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be scavenged by lone lynx and wolverines. Grizzly bears gorge themselves
on the annual salmon runs. With a 3,000-head herd of Osborn caribou on
the Spatsizi Plateau, stone sheep on Todagin Mountain, and mountain goats
deep in the Grand Canyon of the Stikine, the Sacred Headwaters, or as the
Tahltan refer to it, Klabona, is one of the largest unspoiled wildernesses in
North America.
The mountain ranges within Klabona are complex; steep imposing
peaks, wind-scoured and jagged at their apex, give way to rolling and aweinspiring glacier-capped massifs. BC Rail leveled a railroad grade in the 1970s
but abandoned the project before a single track was laid; now a road, it is
one of few traces of humanity in this vast wilderness. The grade cuts
through the valleys of the Klappan Highlands, crossing over the headwaters
of the Stikine and Skeena and just to the east of Mount Klappan itself.
The grade is now a right-of-way road for Fortune Minerals (which is
exploring placing an anthracite coal mine on top of Mount Klappan) to
access the area. In 2005 and 2006, a group of courageous Tahltan elders led
residents in a blockade of Ealue Road (which eventually intersects with the
rail grade) at its turnoff from the Stewart–Cassiar Highway. Oscar Dennis,
a key figure in the blockade and a resident of Iskut (“Is-koot”), remembers
Tahltan elders telling the Shell representatives that they depended on the
Sacred Headwaters for food. “This is our kitchen box. Stay out of it. This is
who we are.”3 Although Shell’s efforts were eventually thwarted, major concern
still exists pertaining to the proposed mining projects. Imperial Minerals’
Red Chris Copper and Gold mine will operate for nearly 30 years atop
Todagin Mountain, a traditional stone sheep hunting ground for the
Tahltan and home to the world’s largest herds of that species. Exploratory
camps have already taken a toll on the stone sheep population. As Tahltan
elder Jerry Quock of Iskut explained, “There used to be a lot of rams . . . .
Since that mine camp moved in there, they moved out. Too much noise.
The animals don’t like noise.”4
The peaks and glaciers of the Skeena range provide the headwater deposits
of the Stikine, Skeena, and Nass rivers. The valleys and grasslands below
Davis, Wade. The Sacred Headwaters. Vancouver, British Columbia, Canada: Greystone
Books, 2011.
3
Dennis, Oscar. Personal Interview, April 2, 2012.
2

Quock, Jerry. Personal Interview, April 2, 2012.

4
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define Klabona as the “headwaters of the grasslands,” according to Dennis.
Although Klabona has become known as the Sacred Headwaters, for the
Tahltan, it simply has been home. These three rivers are the lifeblood of
Tahltan tradition and their ceaseless free-flowing supply of clean water
sustains annual salmon runs that nourish and sustain ecosystems and
downstream communities, human and wild.5
The lure of the wilderness had already sunk its talons yet again before we
had even departed from our backpacking trip. Given their locations within the
Sacred Headwaters and the threat of fracking and open-pit mining, Mounts
Klappan and Todagin served as perfect locations for our next adventure.
We turned to Bourquin as we planned our return trip,
communicating frequently in the months leading up to our trip north.
Despite our meeting him and regaling the wonders of Spatsizi over the
campfire a couple years prior, we were unsure what to expect this time because
our ambitions reached beyond the realm of pure adventure. The Bourquins
live in the town of Iskut, one of three towns populated by the remaining
Tahltan, and the closest to the Sacred Headwaters. Bourquin, always quick
to offer a welcoming smile, is a semi-retired conservation advisor, husband
to Tahltan native Erma Bourquin, father, and grandfather. His expedition
guidance as well as advice and knowledge concerning Shell’s and Fortune
Minerals’ Mount Klappan projects and Imperial Metals’ Todagin project
was invaluable. He explained that Imperial Metals’ plans to locate its tailings
impoundment area, responsible for slowing the release of toxic chemicals from
rock waste, “right at a divide in such a way that the mine could be polluting a
couple different watersheds.”6 The divide is home to Black Lake, a headwater
lake of both Todagin Creek and the Klappan River, both major tributaries
of the Iskut River, which itself is the largest tributary of the Stikine. The
tailings “pond” would make a three-dam reservoir out of a magnificent valley
system and would lack any liner, be it a concrete basin or a water treatment
facility. This would inevitably lead to toxins leaching into the headwaters
of the Stikine River. In the words of Davis, “To place [a copper mine] on
Todagin, given its location and the extraordinary economic significance and
beauty of the headwater lake district that it anchors, is like drilling for oil in

McPhail, Shannon. Personal Interview, February 18, 2012.
Bourquin, Jim. Personal Interview, April 2, 2012.

5
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the Sistine Chapel.”7 Upon arrival in Iskut, Bourquin proposed we follow a
system of marked historical trapping routes in the wilderness surrounding
Todagin Mountain with the goal of reaching Black Lake and then follow
the lake chain along the edge of Todagin back to the Stewart–Cassiar
Highway. He emphasized the importance of this trip in that it might
encourage local recreation among the Tahltan, lead them back to their
ancestral and sacred hunting grounds, and allow them to rediscover trapping
routes and ancient artifacts.
The first two weeks of our stay in Iskut and at Davis’s home on Ealue
Lake were spent planning for and then carrying out the circumnavigation of
Todagin Mountain. For six days and seven nights, we bushwhacked on powder
skis across frozen creek beds, muskegs, and lakes following a traditional
Tahltan trapping route to access Black Lake and document the wild and
frigid beauty of the area. By 8 o’clock every night, the temperature had
plummeted to minus 10 degrees Fahrenheit. Having dug several feet into the
snowpack for our two-person tents, we would huddle around the stove (and
each other) while dinner cooked, haphazardly hang our food, excitedly shoot
a game of rock-paper-scissors to see who would have the privilege of getting
into bed first (through one small door per tent), and ultimately devote nearly
every ounce of energy and thought to staying warm.
	On the third day, we were rewarded with a sweeping view of Black Lake,
frozen solid and blanketed in deep snow that sparkled in concert with the
setting sun over Todagin Mountain’s windswept slopes. While we gazed in
profound awe at Black Lake, proposed site of the Red Chris mine’s tailings
impoundment area, we strained to disregard the low machine hum coming
from the direction of Todagin Mountain. Despite being days from the
Stewart–Cassiar Highway and deep into what we had imagined would be an
immaculate wilderness, we were in fact in the backyard of Imperial Metals’
exploratory mining camp. The incessant drone from what we presumed to
be a generator served as a constant reminder that the Red Chris mine will
soon be a reality. Environmental activist Bill McKibben bluntly relates in his
book, Eaarth (St. Martin’s Griffin, 2010), that the effects of climate change are
no longer possible or probable; they are real and current. Likewise, the Red
Chris mine is no longer a possibility or a probability, but a reality. Many local

Davis, Wade. The Sacred Headwaters. Vancouver, British Columbia, Canada: Greystone
Books, 2011.
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Tahltan remain vigilant in their opposition to the mine and hold out hope
that development can be thwarted in a court case.
Bundled in my thick sleeping bag (along with camera gear, other
electronics, a hot water bottle, and ski boot liners) pressed against my tent
mate for warmth at our campsite along the frozen shores of Black Lake, I
contemplated the fate of Todagin Mountain and the river system below.
There have been numerous advances in environmental respect, regulation,
and safety since Rachel Carson’s Silent Spring (Houghton Mifflin, 1962), yet
exploitive and harmful practices still exist. Copper is an essential metal, but
at what cost? Does our dependency upon it require us to sacrifice the health
and biodiversity of the Stikine River and the Todagin plateau? Is there a firm
understanding of how a headwater tailings impoundment area without a
liner will affect environmental and human health downstream? While the
Canadian government prohibits hunting stone sheep on Todagin Mountain
(except among Tahltan), why is an open-pit mine permitted to destroy the
very habitat that gained such protection? Many Tahltan adamantly oppose
this mine, yet they will bear the brunt of its destruction and remain long after
the mine is gone. Troubled by these thoughts, I drifted off to sleep, lulled into
my dreams by the low machine hum, out of sight from our snowy campsite
at Black Lake, but never out of mind.
The day after returning to Iskut following our visit to Todagin,
we set our sights on Mount Klappan. From a conservation standpoint,
Bourquin was particularly enthusiastic about this next expedition. He believes
that the future of young Tahltan men and women could be in guide outfitting,
employing traditional methods rooted in sustainable land use in conjunction
with new-age technology and equipment. Year-round, Tahltan guides could
lead backpacking, canoeing, rafting, hunting, trapping, snowmobiling, and
skiing trips in the Sacred Headwaters, thus providing a more sustainable,
localized economy with little environmental impact in contrast to the
proposed development. Bourquin told us that traditionally, “Hunting,
trapping, and fishing have always been done in a sustainable manner using
traditional methods that haven’t wiped out any wildlife populations . . .
based on the traditional wisdom of the elders that’s passed down through
generations.” Directing this knowledge toward a structured guiding operation
could be the key to maintaining the Sacred Headwaters in its current state.
Jim’s son David and David’s brother-in-law Rory are currently in the process
of surveying the landscape during the summer and winter for its guiding
14 Appalachia
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The adventurers gaze in awe at Black Lake, proposed site of the Red Chris mine’s tailings
impoundment area. In the background a machine hums from the direction of Todagin
Mountain—the sound of an exploratory mining camp. JOHN GIOIA

potential. They offered tips on traveling to Mount Klappan and where we
might find good snow based on their surveys. We planned to reach the base
of Mount Klappan, set up a base camp, and explore the area’s potential for
skiing. We had no idea what to expect in terms of terrain or snowpack.
To reach the mountain we would ski along the rail grade nearly 100
kilometers from Ealue Lake (at kilometer 12), pulling our gear in sleds and a
snowmobile skimmer. We expected the expedition to last twenty days with
ten to twelve days reserved for the push along the rail grade to and from
Mount Klappan. On March 14, with our sleds packed full of food, backpacks,
down jackets and sleeping bags, repair gear, medical kits, and a multitude of
other winter camping and skiing gear, we set out with nothing but the open
wilderness ahead.
	It took six exhausting days to reach kilometer 109 on the rail grade. With
Mount Klappan in the foreground and seemingly endless possibilities for
skiing in the area, we couldn’t have hoped for a better location for a base
camp. Having completed the pilgrimage, we had finally arrived at the mecca
of the Sacred Headwaters, deep powder snow and towering peaks glistening
in late-afternoon alpenglow surrounding us, and not a soul within more than
100 kilometers. We spent hours digging into the snow until reaching solid
ground upon which we pitched our tent. Behind the tentsite, we dug out
Summer/FALL 2013 15
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Exhausted after nine days of skiing, the travelers watched the neon glow of the aurora
borealis over Ealue Lake. JOHN GIOIA

a snow cave complete with benches, two chimneys, a kitchen area with
shelving, and overhead lighting via battery-powered lantern. A couple
hundred meters away, a small headwater stream of the Little Klappan (Stikine
tributary) requiring an ice ax to break through to the liquid would be our
water source. We called this snowy and frigid paradise home for the next nine
days. Our only objective: find the ski lines.
We found pure bliss in every line that we skied. Poring over the maps
in the morning with hot cereal, too much coffee, and (on the luckiest of
mornings) bacon in our bellies, we would discuss where to find the best snow
coupled with the most intriguing tour. The snow was deep, but not too deep.
The air was cold, but the day’s intense sun (and a steady stream of chocolate,
peanut butter, and beef jerky) gave us the energy necessary to sustain our
warmth. Snow fell the first five days we were there, dropping three to four
nightly inches of fresh powder. After three days skiing the area near our base
camp, we set out for Mount Klappan, just a couple more kilometers up the
rail grade. The Mount Klappan massif has many summits, not one that towers
over the rest. Its trapezoidal appearance with cavernous bowls and sharp
exposed ridges emanates an imposing impression. The alpine zone on Mount
Klappan is accessed via an exploratory mining road that intersects with the
16 Appalachia
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rail grade. In four days exploring and skiing the slopes of Mount Klappan,
to Bourquin’s knowledge a mountain that had never been descended on skis
before our expedition, we made three descents from its many summits and
found several more powdery and finely spaced tree runs. Our questions had
been answered: there exists within the Sacred Headwaters a wealth of thrilling
and breathtaking wilderness skiing.
When we finally took our last turns on the lower slopes of Mount
Klappan to a backdrop of an amber gold sun setting over the headwaters of
the Nass River, we had covered the entire north face of the mountain. With
the government-sanctioned moratorium nearing its expiration, we couldn’t
help but wonder whether fracking would soon be a term forever linked to
the Sacred Headwaters. Major projects at the headwaters would irreparably
alter the landscape, wildlife, and water of the Klappan Highlands and
downstream. Indeed, proposed methods have never been evaluated for their
impact on salmon populations, as Shannon McPhail of the Skeena Watershed
Conservation Coalition explained, “The Sacred Headwaters is where the
Skeena, Stikine, and Nass are all born and they are three of North America’s
greatest watersheds. Do you really want our wild salmon to be the lab rat?”8
As Carson warned in Silent Spring, we must prudently and deliberately choose
where to locate projects that carry the possibility of toxic input to waterways.
In the words of Bourquin, “Long after the coal, copper, or coalbed methane is
gone, people are still going to need water and it would be a terrible shame to
lose the good, clean, drinkable water to industrial pollution right at the very
headwaters.”
We returned to base camp after dark following our ninth and final day
of skiing. Exhausted, we piled into the snow cave, prepared dinner, and
initiated the mental transition back to life on the rail grade. Enormous bands
of shimmering light pulsed across the dark sky, shifting from a supernatural
neon green to pink, orange, and yellow. Fleeting in its performance, the
aurora borealis subsided, yet the neon glow of this powerful cirque des lumières
lasted for hours, gently dancing over the most distant ridge tops. The return
trip was lighter, faster, and (very gradually) downhill compared with the slog
in. Despite its relative ease, the long stretches of open rail grade upon which
we dragged our sleds offered plenty of time for reflection. Our visit to the
Sacred Headwaters brought us even closer together as friends, and we learned
much about the Sacred Headwaters, the challenges facing the Tahltan, and
McPhail, Shannon. Personal Interview, February 18, 2012.
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how we can lend a hand. On the final day, Mother Nature offered a last
glimpse into just how remote and special the area is. A lone lynx crossed the
road ahead of us, stepping its way down to the frozen Klappan River, slowly
and freely moving along the snow-covered ice, finally leaping back onto the
embankment, gripping the roots of a spruce, and disappearing into the forest
once again. Two wolves stopped us in our tracks at dusk, protecting a fresh
moose kill, and soon alerted the rest of their pack, thus engaging a cacophony
of howling and barking from all directions, obliging us intruders to hurry
along out of their territory.
You see all those mountains? Our minds are in every mountain. Our
memories are in every valley. Our children are in every river and stream that flows
here. That’s where we belong.
—Rita Louie, Tahltan native

John Gioia, a native of Brookline, Massachusetts, graduated in 2010 from Colorado
College. He gained a sense for adventure and exploration while hiking and canoeing
through Maine’s North Woods, and later backpacking, skiing, and studying biology
and environmental science in Colorado’s Rocky Mountains. He moves between
Massachusetts and Colorado for seasonal work and blogs about adventure and
exploration at johngioiaphotography.com.
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Saddleback Mountain
A night on the floor of the shelter,
dawn, quick cup of coffee, packs heavy,
we push between black trunks, tread on
roots, mud dark as the trees. Two loons
swim out on a pond. Breathless,
we stop for breakfast, ahead
the mountainside looms. A thrush
flutters through leaves. We lift our
burdens, breathe crisp air, begin the haul:
slabs of rock, steep steps, then
more granite toward the summit cairn—
maze of lakes, peaks, cloud shadows,
deep green bristle of spruce, blue sky
over all. At this height a tight breeze
dries our backs, our faces—ahead
the granite swell of the Horn drifting. . . .
Parker Towle

Parker Towle has been hiking and canoeing in the mountains of the Northeast and
elsewhere for the past 70 years. His first full-length collection of poems, This Weather
Is No Womb, appeared from Antrim House Books in 2007.
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Transmission Repercussion
The price of transporting power through the Northeast
Ken Kimball and Mark Zakutansky
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N

orthbounders on the Appalachian Trail most often reach
the majestic Delaware Water Gap on the Pennsylvania and New Jersey
border by May or June. Having traveled some 1,285 miles from Springer
Mountain in Georgia, the Appalachian Trail traverses 25 miles through
the Delaware Gap, crossing the Delaware River, passing the Appalachian
Mountain Club’s Mohican Outdoor Center, and rising 1,200 feet to the top of
Mount Tammany. After the grueling summit at Mount Tammany, imagine
the sight of a clear-cut corridor with new, 200-foot-tall towers carrying more
than a dozen high-voltage wires transporting electricity to the greater New
York City market. This proposed transmission line and a similar project in
New Hampshire threaten the values for which these lands were set aside,
values that the AMC will fight to protect.
	In the northeastern United States, population growth in this already
densely populated region of the country continues, putting pressure on our
remaining undeveloped lands. The amount of open space and public land in
the Northeast per capita is among the lowest in the country, and it is only
getting worse. A U.S. Forest Service study, Outdoor Recreation in the Northern
United States (2012, available online), projects that in the northern United
States, federal and state park lands will decrease from 0.16 to 0.13 acres per
person during the next 50 years. Paralleling this population growth is greater
demand for energy and for corridors to move that energy—putting yet more
pressure on the region’s already diminished open spaces. Hydraulic fracturing,
or fracking, for natural gas now occurs on one-third of Pennsylvania’s 2.1
million acres of state forests. A large industrial wind farm is on schedule to
be built on the Green Mountain National Forest in Vermont (the first such
project in a national forest). And the project list is expanding.
Population growth and related energy demand represent an inherent
challenge to the AMC’s mission to “promote the protection, enjoyment, and
understanding of the mountains, forests, waters, and trails of the Appalachian
region.” Like many problems, all of us are contributors to it in varying degrees,
solutions are rarely easy, and trade-offs at times are an ugly reality. Let’s take
a look at the energy side of the equation, and particularly the transmission
component that is affecting the region’s open spaces, with an emphasis on
public lands, a category of open space that many falsely assume is protected

This altered photograph depicts what the proposed Susquehanna–Roseland transmission
line would look like in the Delaware Water Gap National Recreation Area.
NATIONAL PARK SERVICE
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from such development. The AMC has taken a leadership role in our region
to prevent further erosion of the values of our public lands and open spaces
by inappropriate energy-related development.
Let’s start with the basics. When you flip a switch, a circuit is completed,
allowing energy to flow through your home’s wiring to create heat, to
excite gases in a florescent light bulb, or turn on some other energy-reliant
appliance or tool. The energy comes from a wire connecting your house to
a pole by the street, which then connects to progressively larger wires and
poles crisscrossing our communities that then connect to higher capacity
long-distance transmission power lines that transfer electric power from its
source. High-capacity long-distance power lines are not popular backyard
attractions for a variety of ecological, aesthetic, and possibly health reasons,
so their siting is controversial.
The typical residential consumer calculates narrowly the cost of generating
and transporting power, averaging the cost per kilowatt-hour plus the expense
to distribute that kilowatt-hour times the number of kilowatt hours consumed
monthly. Large commercial consumers use more sophisticated strategies.
They acknowledge the variable cost of power and its transmission over much
shorter time frames so that they can better match their consumption with
lower rates. Unfortunately, the cheapest generated or transmitted electric
power can at times have large environmental costs.
	In economics, an externality, or transaction spillover, is a cost or benefit
that is not transmitted through prices and is incurred by a party who was not
involved either as a buyer or seller of the goods or services causing the cost
or benefit. Negative externalities—also known as social costs—occur when
products affect consumers negatively. The industry has always been a poor
broker in balancing such trade-offs.
Two transmission corridors placed through critical public lands are
planned: in the Mid-Atlantic region, the Susquehanna–Roseland transmission
line through the Delaware Water Gap National Recreation Area, and, in
New England, the proposed Northern Pass transmission line to carry power
generated by Hydro-Quebec through New Hampshire and the White
Mountain National Forest. These proposed transmission line upgrades would
slice through wide swaths of these public lands, adding visually degrading
towers and expanded rights of way to accommodate them. Millions visit the
White Mountain National Forest and the Delaware Water Gap National
Recreation Area each year. They are among the most popular and heavily used
public lands in the region—to say nothing of the variety of wildlife that call
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these places home. Even though reasonable
alternatives to these proposed transmission
routes exist, they have been mostly ignored
because they don’t represent the best economic
return to the developers of these proposed
projects. For example, it would be possible
to bury the Northern Pass line in a different
corridor, a technique used in other regions and
countries.
What is at risk? The Delaware Water Gap
National Recreation Area, straddling New
Jersey, Pennsylvania, and New York, has a
long history of threats to its beauty, such as
the Tocks Island dam project, natural gas
drilling, and pipelines, as well as encroaching
development. The proposed Susquehanna–
Roseland transmission line would cut through
the heart of the park near Walpack Bend,
bringing a wider right of way and 200-foot- Wooden towers about 50 feet
tall towers to replace much smaller existing tall historically have carried
power through the White
towers that are below tree height. Miles of new, Mountain National Forest.
permanent access roads would greatly affect the Hydro-Quebec’s proposed
integrity of wildlife habitat and the experience Northern Pass towers would
of visitors, whether they are enjoying the many replace these towers with a
sweeping overlooks or paddling down the parallel set of 85-foot-high steel
Delaware River, recognized under the Wild & monopole and lattice towers
that would exceed tree height
Scenic Rivers Act for its scenic and recreational across 10 miles of the WMNF.
qualities. The line would also cut across the APPALACHIAN MOUNTAIN CLUB
Appalachian National Scenic Trail and pass
only a few miles from the AMC’s Mohican Outdoor Center, a base for hikers
and other outdoor enthusiasts as well as the AMC’s New York and New Jersey
Youth Opportunities Program.
	In New Hampshire, the Northern Pass project would bring electricity
into the New England market, adding approximately 1,100 steel lattice towers
up to 135 feet tall to create a 180-mile-long, high-voltage transmission line
through New Hampshire. Approximately 10 miles of it would pass through
the White Mountain National Forest, crossing the Appalachian Trail. The
AMC conducted a visual impact analysis in September 2012 for the 120 miles
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of the Northern Pass route that have been mapped to date. We identified 3,000
acres of the White Mountain National Forest that could be visually affected by
the project, including many popular scenic overlooks from the AT on Mount
Kinsman. The Society for the Protection of New Hampshire Forests has gone
so far as to purchase lands and easements in New Hampshire’s North Country
to block the proposed transmission line and is working to raise more than
$3 million from private sources to complete these projects.
Why would a power company try to build new transmission infrastructure
through these cherished public lands? The answer, unfortunately, is simple.
Negotiating easements or condemning lands from thousands of individual
landowners for projects such as these is a long and expensive process. Publicly
owned lands offer large tracts managed by only one landowner, with a clear
regulatory process in place to review such project requests. Many of these
lands were designated and set aside for public use with grandfathered uses that
existed before they went into public ownership, including small transmission
lines. Power companies have claimed, falsely in many cases, that these
grandfathered easements allow them to now construct new and much bigger
towers and expand the boundaries of their easements, all to greatly expand the
transmission capacity of the existing corridors.
Money drives all transmission investments. As witnessed with the
Susquehanna–Roseland transmission line, the two utility companies secured
guaranteed investment returns from energy regulatory agencies before
proposing the project. This allows the companies to split all costs of the
investment with 50 million ratepayers while guaranteeing a return on every
dollar spent of between 11.7 percent and 12.9 percent. Even if the line is not
ultimately built, the two utility companies face no financial risk. Moreover,
additional costs that would be incurred from alternatives, such as burying the
lines or siting the line outside of the park, would mean a greater overall cost
that ratepayers would bear. Though these hard costs can be easily calculated,
the permanent loss of the value of scenic and recreational assets is much more
difficult to factor in to the decision-making process.
Energy planning is important. Much of the need for the Susquehanna–
Roseland project was artificially created when a generating station in New
Jersey was connected to the New York City market, no longer serving the
local communities. This in turn created demand to import power from areas
in Pennsylvania and beyond. Since New Jersey, New York, and much of New
England have enacted laws to curb carbon emissions and invest in renewable
energy supplies, the price per kilowatt-hour is higher in New York City than
24 Appalachia
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The shaded areas on this map of New Hampshire offer one way to understand the
immensity of Hydro-Quebec’s power operation in Canada. Hydro-Quebec’s reservoirs
flood an area about 80 percent the size of the state (see light shaded area). The largest
Hydro-Quebec reservoir is about 21 times the size of Lake Winnipesaukee. The proposed
Northern Pass 1,200-megawatt power line that would transmit electricity through
New Hampshire on the way to Connecticut requires a “reservoir flooding equivalent”
to submerging the town of Pittsburg (291 square miles). Appalachian mountain club
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in areas of Pennsylvania. Importing power allows utility companies to charge
higher rates for energy from dirtier sources, while circumventing state regulations and agreements about energy supply. The Regional Greenhouse Gas
Initiative has not addressed this situation, which is known as leakage.
Unlike the Susquehanna–Roseland project, Northern Pass is a merchant
line being proposed by a Quebec government-owned company. The project
is not a so-called reliability project, because it is not necessary to ensure
electric supply on the grid. The purpose of the project is instead simply to
advance the interests—and finances—of the companies involved. As a result,
the regional energy planning agency, ISO–New England, does not endorse
Northern Pass.
To increase their profits, the power companies involved are attempting
to change Connecticut law to include imported hydroelectric power as a
renewable, clean energy source, which theoretically could help the state reach
its goals of reducing greenhouse gas emissions under its renewable energy
portfolio and provide financial credits to the transmission line operator.
Attempts to influence Connecticut law have been kept at bay for the time
being, with legislators wary of allowing Canadian hydropower to receive the
same financial incentives as locally sourced wind and solar power. A similar
scenario played out in Vermont, unfortunately with success in that instance,
and something similar has been attempted in New Hampshire, but as yet
without success. Although hydroelectric power uses a renewable resource,
it is not “green” power. Such large-scale harnessing of dammed waterways
probably could not pass muster under U.S. environmental review processes
(despite Americans’ interest in buying the power). The reservoirs created
by Hydro-Quebec flood areas of boreal forest on the order of almost 80
percent of the size of New Hampshire. These flooded forest soils decompose,
emitting substantial amounts of toxic mercury into aquatic ecosystems,
and methane, a very powerful greenhouse gas, into the environment. The
volume of water diverted for this massive hydroelectric complex is disrupting
entire river ecosystems, equivalent to nearly three times the entire flow of
the Androscoggin, Saco, Merrimack, and Connecticut rivers combined as
they drain from New Hampshire’s borders. Greenhouse-gas-neutral, or
environmentally benign, this energy source is not.
Do we need these impacts to our public lands to deliver electricity?
Energy demand is still rising every year, but its rate of increase is declining.
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In the middle of the last decade, energy use was rising at a rate of almost 8
percent, and even during the oil embargo of the 1970s, energy use increases
averaged between 2 and 4 percent annually. Currently, residential energy use
is only expected to rise 0.7 percent through 2040, according to the Energy
Information Administration. Compact fluorescent light bulbs, energy
efficient appliances, investments in renewables, and other sources of clean,
locally generated electricity are making the difference. Once an infallible
marker of economic growth, energy use is no longer on the upward trajectory
of the past.
Efforts to reduce energy use are working, bringing into question the
need for transmission lines proposed under an energy growth model that
no longer holds true. Reevaluating need has already led to the cancellation
of a high-voltage transmission line connecting coal-burning power plants in
West Virginia to Frederick, Maryland—known as the Potomac Appalachian
Transmission Highway, or PATH. After six years of project planning, the
utility companies were challenged in court over their dated energy demand
projections, ultimately leading to the withdrawal of the permit applications.
A similar fate could be in the future for the Susquehanna–Roseland and
Northern Pass projects.
The AMC has formally taken the position that high-priority public lands
such as the Delaware Water Gap National Recreation Area and the White
Mountain National Forest are too valuable to face a death by a thousand cuts.
These critical open spaces should not be proposed as routes of least resistance
for energy infrastructure. Millions of dollars of taxpayer funding and hundreds
of thousands of volunteer human-hours have contributed to enhancing these
particular public lands and trails, making them more accessible and enjoyable.
The AMC has formally intervened in both of these permitting processes, still
ongoing with Northern Pass, and in a legal challenge to the permit issued
by the National Park Service in the case of the Susquehanna–Roseland
transmission line. Without keeping our high-priority public lands, waters,
and trails as pristine and protected as possible, particularly those places long
cherished, the AMC’s central mission will be undermined.

Dr. Kenneth Kimball is the AMC’s director of research. Mark Zakutanksy is the
AMC’s Mid-Atlantic policy manager.
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Fishwalking in the Whites
Do large trees grow large trout?
Tim Traver
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J

9, 2012: Thoreau Falls. On a hot day in mid-July last summer,
the patter of rain on my trekking umbrella puts me to sleep in the
Pemigewasset Wilderness. Are monsoons, thanks to global warming, coming
to northern New England? This is day two of a planned extended fishing
transect through the White Mountains. The last time I did such a thing,
I was a kid working in the Appalachian Mountain Club’s high huts back in
the early 1970s. There I discovered, along with a love of the mountains, a love
of trout fishing. While my hut compatriots were off setting ridge-running
records or pursuing ill-advised night raids on other huts, I was in the valleys
walking newly minted Wilderness areas looking for wild brook trout. Now,
like a Rip van Winkle, I was back. What had changed?
Trout fishing may not contain the daring of a decent night raid, but
traveling pool to pool upstream always took me to memorable places. I still
remember those places and those fish. I recall in sharp relief a certain beaver
pond found 40 years ago under The Horn of Mount Cabot and the wild
orange-bellied brook trout I caught there; I can still see bright red spots on
the sides of six brook trout in their high, granite-lined pool in Evans Notch.
I remember a large male Ammonoosuc brook trout I caught and the cast
I made at dusk to catch him (it has to be dead-on with a lie like that, and you
have only a split second to hook your fish before the fly is swept downstream).
I also remember those days of youthful fishing that didn’t yield a fish and trips
that ended in near-disaster—a canoe bent around a rock on the Androscoggin
River at Errol, a fine new rod lost in a slip at Pontook Dam. Over the ensuing
years, have these places and fish changed? Brook trout, the biologists tell us,
are sensitive barometers of ecological change. We change too.
Can a fishing transect through old mountains and memory fish tell not
only how a landscape has changed in 40 years, but also how we have? Can you
count on memory fish, like old music, to be there when you aren’t?
	Sometimes changes on the land are painfully obvious—farms turned into
housing developments, wetlands drained, that sort of thing. Change in a
Wilderness area, even across 40 years, is usually less obvious, but not always.
uly

Yesterday, on day one of my fishing transect, I walked up the
East Branch of the Pemigewasset River in the upper reaches of the Merrimack
Fishing for your dinner is a sport of the past in remote White Mountain rivers. These sites
remain full of “memory fish” for the author, who went looking for fish for three days
last year. JERRY AND MARCY MONKMAN
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watershed. I fished from daybreak to 10 a.m., beginning at a wide quiet place in
the river near Franconia Brook Tentsite, a few miles above the Lincoln Woods
trailhead, and saw no sign of fish. It had been the same the previous night.
I had expected at least a rise or two: It was still early July and the water was
cold. There just didn’t seem to be any brook trout. What I did see everywhere
was evidence of Tropical Storm Irene. Irene had come through the previous
Labor Day and wrought havoc. I saw newly gouged and undercut banks,
widened channels, gravel deltas well above stream banks, downed trees, new
islands, washed out and closed trails, and bridges reduced to tangled cables.
Was there a connection between the flash flood of Irene and the absence of
fish, or was I just a really bad fisherman? Could Irene have flushed the brook
trout downstream and into oblivion?
Floods, especially in these upland brooks, can wipe out brook trout
populations, but they generally rebound, rapidly expanding back into
available habitat. Annual trout mortality is naturally high in headland streams,
but so is fecundity. Floods, in fact, can be beneficial to brook trout. They
add tree trunks and tops and deepen pools and channels. Wood dams slow
water down. Today, a primary prescription for damaged brook trout habitat
is adding brush to streams. Organic matter attracts insects that trout eat and
adds shade and needed nutrients to these nutrient-impoverished waters.
But there’s something else to consider in Irene. Today, climate scientists
warn of the growing intensity of coastal storms, thanks to rising ocean
temperatures. Bigger storms mean even more violent runoff. Wild trout
also need cold water and disappear without it. Rising air temperatures warm
average stream water temperatures. Global warming does not bode well for
brook trout. But, irrespective of global warming, mountainous northern
New England already owns an unfortunate relationship to flooding and
intense runoff. In 1881, when “Ave” Henry began clear-cutting the Pemi’s oldgrowth spruce and fir, he exposed its forest floor. The forest’s soils dried out
and began washing away. Several decades of fire didn’t help. Nor did the
rail and road building, the construction of sawmills, millponds, and dams.
We still feel the effects, even though the forest has returned. I remember
the dramatic washouts of Route 302 in Crawford Notch during the summer
hurricane in 1971, and the floods of 1972 that drowned a girl in the Dry River.
My Mizpah Spring Hut crew helped with that sad carry. The hurricane of
1938 knocked down millions of trees in the Whites, including most of what
little remained of old-growth red spruce. And the 1927 floods rivaled Irene.

30 Appalachia

Appalachia_SF2013_FINAL_5.8.indd 30

5/11/13 8:19 AM

Hurricanes, spring runoff, and storms are natural; it’s the intensity of the
runoff that isn’t.
Before the loss of old-growth forest ecosystems going back three
centuries, the deep organic soils from thousands of years of deadfall and
slow decomposition, and the shade and the humidity created by a canopy of
giant red spruce had a profoundly moderating effect on forest microclimate
and water flows. Writer George Perkins Marsh noted in the 1850s the
connection between water flows and logging. In the upper reaches of the
Pemi, circa 1876, guidebook writer Moses F. Sweetser writes of “a vast primeval
forest . . . [whose] inner solitudes should be entered only under the guidance
of experienced foresters; and traveling will be found very slow and arduous.”
It was a country where “trout increase and multiply almost undisturbed
in the brooks and ponds.” Long before storm waters hit streams, they’d
percolated through feet of what writer Jack Noon, author of Fishing
in New Hampshire: A History (Moose Country Press, 2003), describes as
sponge mats of sphagnum moss, rotting wood, and duff. The presettlement
forest floor filtered, buffered, and cooled water and provided a continuous
water supply to rivers throughout New England. And that was good for
native brook trout.
Maybe in Wilderness, we’re traveling back in time as we move forward.
How long will it take to return to old-growth ecosystem—to the humid,
moss-covered forest floor with duff measured in feet, to gentler flows, cold
water year-round, and larger fish?
After a few hours of a soaking wet siesta under a small umbrella,
I begin making my way to Thoreau Falls and an old fish memory. I first
encountered eastern brook trout at the base of those falls in 1971. On a
morning walk from Zealand Falls Hut down the Thoreau Falls Trail, I ran
into a group of whiskered, sooty fellows on a fishing holiday. They had a
bottle or two of Jack Daniel’s, a fire, and a bacon-greasy frying pan in which
they were frying fish with the enthusiasm of 10-year-old street urchins. They
bragged they had caught 70 fish in a few days and invited me to a fish and
whiskey brunch. It was an aromatic encounter, the perfume and sizzle of
frying fish and the hot whiskey going down and almost back up. It all made
for an interesting walk out the Thoreau Falls Trail that I do not much recall.
Looking back, it seems obvious that this type of fishing was headed for
extinction. The friends had hauled in heavy cast iron frying pans, lawn chairs,
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and canvas tents for their jamboree and camped down for a week of fishing,
drinking, and camaraderie—the kind of gathering I admire, even today. But
their fire pits were enormous and filled with charred tin cans. But in 1971, the
Wilderness designation in the Pemi was only two years off, and Leave-NoTrace camping was in its development phase. Concentrated Use Areas would
soon arrive, and catch-and-release fishing was catching on. Trout management was changing too. The singular focus on stocking streams with hatchery-raised brook, rainbow, and brown trout was beginning to give way to the
concept of ecological restoration: air quality, water quality, habitat and wild
brook trout, other native fish, and plant communities all wrapped together.
Science-driven fisheries management and ecosystem thinking were worming
their ways into our collective consciousness.
The fire rings and whiskey at Thoreau Falls are gone, but the trout are still
here. I don polarized sunglasses and begin moving between pools. Fishwalking doesn’t always mean catching. If the sun is just right—over your shoulder
or overhead—our streams open up as clear and transparent as new glass and
you can watch brook trout moving about, hanging suspended in the eddies
behind rocks, busy being the fish they are. I can report that handsome little
brook trout Salvelinus fontinalis, which are really char rather than trout, with
their dark, mottled green and black backs, and red-spotted sides and bright
red caudal fins, still live under Thoreau Falls and that they are of a size similar
to what I ate in 1971. Tiny.
Have brook trout always been so small in these parts? Historical accounts
point to much larger fish in this river and elsewhere throughout the
White Mountains. In Lucy Crawford’s The History of the White Mountains
(White Hills, 1846), her husband Ethan observed in 1844,
Parties [returning from horseback expeditions up Mount Washington] often
stopped by the way and fished for trout. These in the old times were plenty and
of large size, but in this day having so many fishing for them, they do not have
time to grow very large before they are called for and the probable amount of
trout caught from one year to the another in the Amanoosuc [sic] and the Saco
Rivers is six to seven hundred weight. The average weight is from 4–8 ounces. . . .
There have been some caught here 40 years ago that would weigh 4–5 pounds and
many large ones now are found in the vicinity and in several directions.

	Noon cited numerous early records of much larger brook trout throughout New England, including John Josselyn’s assessment from 1674 “that in
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New England there were brook trout in good store in every brook, ordinarily
2 and 20 inches.” A 22-inch brook trout is a very large brook trout by today’s
standards. It’s a three-pounder anyway.
	Noon also found records of 10- to 12-pound brook trout in the Rangeley
Lakes and great numbers of large spawning brook trout in outlet streams.
These fish would be speared, netted, pickled, and smoked into extinction
by eighteenth- and nineteenth-century fishermen. Today, trout scientists
working to restore brook trout habitat in the Nash Stream watershed, using
electroshocking, consistently find populations where trout run from 5 to
10 inches in highland streams. Water flows and nutrient regimes that could
support much larger fish in backcountry streams just don’t exist here. My soils
professor in graduate school, a trout fisherman (and Mets fan who liked to
intone that “it’s not over ’til it’s over” about the 1986 World Series against the
Red Sox—and to my chagrin, he was right) had a theory that the large brook
trout found in the eighteenth century were like coal, a product of deep time
and prehistory. Once mined, it wasn’t coming back.
	On the question of large brook trout high up in the White Mountain
watersheds, Noon made a compelling connection between lamprey eels
and these headwater streams. Before dams blocked their passage, enormous
schools of sea-run lamprey made their way into the upper reaches of the Pemi,
Connecticut, and Saco rivers, spawned, and died. Their carcasses would have
littered streambeds and provided valuable and plentiful sources of essential
nutrients to these ecosystems that its granitic bedrock couldn’t provide. Noon
cited research on the relationships between Alaskan salmon, grizzly bears, and
the travels of isotopic nitrogen to anchor his theory. Today, some larger brook
trout can be caught in places such as the Dartmouth College Second Grant’s
Dead Diamond River, Maine’s Rapid River, large, remote ponds and larger
lakes, but the vast brook trout protein resource available to early settlers is
long gone. By the 1930s, hatchery fish reinforced the fisherman’s recreational
experience in most White Mountain streams.
Did the virgin spruce forests of the Pemi, with their deep soils, deadfall
dams, and large trees grow large fish? It seems possible. But even without the
promise of big fish, such luminaries as Joe Dodge loved trout fishing. One of
the first stories of Joe I ever heard was his uncanny ability to dodge fish cops
in the happy pursuit of catching more than his legal limit of trout.
July 9, 2012: Ethan Pond. The caretaker at Ethan Pond Campsite
plays a banjo and sings lusty songs he composed himself: Girlfriend’s gone/
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sitting on a chair/drinking whiskey/it ain’t fair, it ain’t fair. Plink-a-plinkplunka-plunk. Through the early evening, the shelter fills with a group of
young Afghan War vets walking the Appalachian Trail end-to-end together.
The vets are raising money for the Wounded Warrior Project and for the
families of friends they’d lost. I can’t think of a more worthy group or a better
reason to be out walking the AT.
At dusk, we walk down to the pond and watch fingerling brook trout
jumping clear out of the water after caddis flies by the outlet brook. These

Officials allow only catch-and-release fishing in Ethan Pond, which they have stopped
stocking. Leaping fingerlings at dusk proved that the natural population is reproducing.
JERRY AND MARCY MONKMAN
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leaping fingerlings probably reproduced naturally. Ethan Pond is the site of
an experiment in wild trout production. It’s catch and release only and the
state is no longer stocking it. Can this pond sustain a naturally reproducing
population of brook trout today? It certainly did in Ethan Allen Crawford’s
time, though the Crawfords weren’t dealing with such modern environmental
maladies as acid rain.
	In 1830, Crawford wrote,
This summer I guided several parties to the Pond [Ethan Pond]. The first time
I went there, we caught in a short time about 70 salmon trout; they differed a
little from our common river trout, as they had a redder appearance and taste
and flavor was delicious. On the bank of the pond we struck up a fire and after
dressing a sufficient number of them, we cooked them in a real hunter style. I cut
a stick with three prongs to it, and put the trout on these prongs in the form of
a gridiron and I broiled them over the fire; then I would cut pieces of raw pork
and broil them in the same way and lay them over the trout and that would give
them the same relish. . . . I always enjoyed these and similar feasts in the woods,
as in such ways I suppose our forefathers lived when they first came and settled
this country.

The Ethan Pond fish Ethan Allen Crawford referred to as salmon trout are
in fact brook trout. He also notices slight differences in appearance between
those and his “common river trout”—which, of course, are also brook trout.
Isolated populations of brook trout exhibit a broad range of genetic diversity
in the White Mountains. It wouldn’t have taken long for Crawford, at that
catch rate of 70 in one trip, to empty the pond of fish.
Fast forward to 1946, when New Hampshire began aerially stocking remote
ponds using fixed-wing aircraft. According to John Viar, in charge of stocking
programs in the White Mountain region, the original pilot was a World War
II Liberator bomber pilot—and a good thing: It was challenging terrain.
Choppers replaced airplanes in 1974. Before 1946, it’s likely that stockers
used a backpack tank at Ethan Pond. Before the advent of aircraft stocking,
intrepid fishermen stocked places such as Ethan, Carter, and Spaulding ponds
by packing up living trout fry in several gallons of water on their backs.
Fish culture is an old art first practiced widely by the ancient Chinese.
The Romans with Lucullus and his salmon ponds by the sea learned from the
Chinese. The French fish culturalist Joseph Remy may have been the first who
stocked depleted rivers; he did it in the 1840s. By the 1860s, New Hampshire
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Fish stockers started with backpack tanks. After World War II, trained bomber pilots
started dropping fingerling trout from small planes. Above, a pilot pours fish into the
holding tank before a flight. NEW HAMPSHIRE FISH AND GAME DEPARTMENT

officially practiced it. In 1868, according to the fish commissioner’s report
to the legislature, fish were raised in six state-run hatcheries. Although the
main enterprise was raising Atlantic salmon for the depleted waters of the
Merrimack, Connecticut, and Piscataqua rivers, New Hampshire hatcheries
were growing nearly 2 million fingerling brook trout, along with an
assortment of other experimental introductions including German red trout,
ling cod, and char. Rainbow trout, shipped by railcar from the McCloud
River in California, arrived in New Hampshire in 1878, and brown trout from
Germany were introduced to White Mountain waters in 1887.
I am disappointed by the no-kill regulation at Ethan Pond. I would like to
fix a trout in the Ethan Allen Crawford manner here. And, someday, maybe
I will. It seems to me that with the incredibly light fishing pressure these
ponds face today, a pack-rod fishermen ought to be able to do that. But today,
catch-and-release trout fishing has caught on as the way to amend the excesses
of the past and protect fisheries still in recovery. It’s an appropriate tool in
many, not all, cases.
J uly 10, 2012: S hoal P ond . Heading to Shoal Pond and Mount
Carrigain, I think of today’s wars and of the war I narrowly avoided. Instead
of fighting in the jungles of Vietnam, I had the luxury of kicking around in
the mountains during my late teens and early twenties. It was just my cohorts’
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luck, and we have been lucky in the arena of warfare ever since. The draft
ended the year I became eligible. Around that time, I caught my first brook
trout—a 10-inch hatchery trout at Shoal Pond—graduated from high school,
and went to college. The Vietnam War era was a confusing one. To a lot of us,
college felt . . . the word we used then was irrelevant, and by spring semester,
I teetered on the verge of quitting to join a religious cult and move to India.
The night I shaved my head and decided to surrender to my bliss, a trout fishing friend, Bob Vanderbeek, came into my dorm room and asked if he could
have my L.L. Bean spin/fly pack rod since I certainly wouldn’t be casting from
an ashram in Calcutta. No, I said. You can’t. And maybe that’s why I never
left for a life of mantra chanting and yoga in India, because of the memory
of that 10-inch brook trout at Shoal Pond. We think we hook the fish, but it’s
the fish that hook us.
	Shoal Pond today looks nothing like it looked in my memory from 1972.
Forty years ago, we camped on its dry shores under hemlock fir. Now I
find growing there a healthy bog plant community that includes the largest
specimens of the carnivorous pitcher plant Sarracenia purpurea I’ve ever seen.
Shoal Pond is wildernessing—turning itself into another country with the
help of beaver and the shaggy growth of wilderness coming up around it.
This gives me hope. In the absence of timber harvest and wildfire (no
guarantee), the entire upland bench in that part of the Pemi is becoming
a saturated, beaver- and moose-friendly Nowhere. I suspect it’s good brook
trout country, too.
What is good brook trout country? It’s country with reliable
supplies of clean, cold water. Brook trout need water where average July
temperatures stay below 68 degrees. They can withstand warmer water for
short durations only. A warming climate, even by a few degrees, is a major
problem for trout.
To consider the impacts global warming might have on brook trout,
particularly in areas within brook trout range where temperatures are
already on the edge, scientists are experimenting with paired water and
air temperature recorders. These devices measure proximate water and air
temperatures over time to determine the relationship between the two. The
short-term data do not show great cause for concern, but brook trout are a
long-term consideration.
Good brook trout country has landscape connectivity. North of the Pemi,
Nash Stream habitat restoration work includes reconnecting stream sections
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cut off from each other by logging roads. Culverts were rarely designed with
fish movements in mind, and over time, drops developed that prevented
trout from moving upstream. Larger, newly designed culverts remedy that
problem, so wild trout increasingly have the run of their old geography.
Restoration often involves doing basic reengineering so nature can do the
rest. Trout move back in when pools, food, escape, and spawning areas are
accessible. Over time, as the old forest returns, streams that currently dry out
during the warm season will continue to run high and cold. Where wild trout
flourish, it’s likely that the entire suite of ecosystem services associated with
trout flourish, too.
July 11, 2012: Mount Carrigain. I have neared the end of the first
leg of my trout transect and not caught a single trout. This is unfortunate. On
the other hand, fishing is never just about catching, unless you depend on it
for food. Just seeing the possibilities is a large part of fishing. And at least I
have seen fish and remembered a few.
My intent has been from the start to visit the watersheds of each of the
four great systems that arise in the White Mountains. But today, instead of
pursuing the fishing transect up and over Nancy Ponds, and into the Saco
watershed, I decide to climb Carrigain and camp on top for the night. The
mountain is calling. Besides, access to the Dry River is shut down, thanks to
Tropical Storm Irene.
Carrigain was the first big mountain I ever climbed. I was 10 and an
enrollee in summer camp, 1964. My brother’s freak fishing accident put me on
Carrigain, and for that I will be forever grateful. He had somehow managed
to embed a spine from a bluefish dorsal fin deep into his elbow. Minor surgery
extracted it. He couldn't go to camp then, and I was sent instead. Carrigain
that year was pure magic. We found a hare’s nest full of baby leverets, watched
a family of spruce grouse, crossed Signal Ridge in high winds, drank water
from the old warden’s cabin well, and arrived at Desolation Shelter in the
dark and rain. I had experienced nothing in my ten years of life that vaguely
registered as similar. The images have stayed with me.
	On top of Carrigain, there are no fish save the dream variety. It’s a good
place to sleep and dream, a place of clouds, storms, and May snow, even in
this time of global warming. A place for a meeting with the wordless gods of
cloudy obscurity.
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Next fall I’m going to find my way
to Nancy Ponds, where rumor has it I’ll find
brook trout. I’ll check out the patch of the
old-growth spruce there. What will the fishing
be like 300 years hence when these valleys are
clothed again in old-growth red spruce? Will
that old growth have grown larger trout?
Dropping down into Crawford Notch, I’ll
walk up Dry River. Up a mile or two, I’ll find
a rock and, as did a hippie I once met on the
Wild River, I’ll sit on it and fish with worms
for a few days. From there, I’ll bushwhack up
a side stream crossing the Montalban Ridge
into the Rocky Branch of the Saco. I’ll walk
south looking for the best pools. A few should The New Hampshire Fish and
Game Department stocks some
confirm what I already know: Small brook remote ponds with fingerling
trout live there, perfect for trout sushi.
trout, using helicopters. The
From Rocky Branch up and over the Rocky biologists prefer the Kennebago
Branch Ridge, it’s a few miles into Jackson and strain of trout, above, because
the Wildcat River, a federally designed Wild they are less domesticated than
& Scenic River. I’ll fish it up to Carter Notch other varieties. NEW HAMPSHIRE
FISH AND GAME DEPARTMENT
and then fish Carter Pond, a favorite spot for a
long line of North Country hiking anglers in the know. The New Hampshire
Fish and Game Department has been stocking Carter Pond with fingerling
brook trout, officially, since the 1990s (285 fingerlings weighing a total of 2
pounds in 2011). Private citizens have been stocking it, unofficially, since long
before that. In backcountry ponds, they stock a Kennebago strain of brook
trout known for its wild qualities. These fish subsist on thin mountain fare
(perhaps leeches) but still manage to grow to about twelve inches. So if you
catch a few you might coax the hut crew into baking a trout almondine.
From Carter, I’ll head east. There’s a new Wilderness there, and beyond
it, brooks and streams, ponds and lakes clear to the Maine border and well
beyond. The likes of Cold River and Kezar Lake, each full of memory fish,
enough for a lifetime. I’ll hit the border and just keep going until the fly box is
empty.

Tim Traver is the author of Sippewisset: Or, Life on a Salt Marsh and many articles on
fishing. He lives in Vermont.
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23 Years After the
Exxon Valdez
Hidden damages below Prince William Sound
Lisa Densmore
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M

y whole body trembled as the shadows darkened over
our campsite beside Shoup Glacier near Valdez, Alaska. Sea kayaking
in the rain on a 40-degree day on 35-degree water induced the chill. As night
closed in, the wind picked up, and the rain came in horizontal sheets. The
threat of hypothermia scared me, but there was no place to get warm, no
chance to build a fire on the treeless gravel beach on which I huddled under
the tarp-covered bug shelter that served as a community tent.
My wool knit hat had grown three sizes. Each of my seven layers of
clothing—long underwear, a turtleneck, two fleece pullovers, a down sweater,
a Gore-Tex paddle jacket, and a Gore-Tex shell over it all—felt soggier by the
second as water wicked up my arms, up my pant legs, and down my neck.
The situation was grim.
When I concocted this Alaskan adventure, I didn’t fully grasp the
conditions I might encounter the third week in September. I’m no stranger
to northern realms where the weather can be harsh. I’ve called the Rockies in
Montana, the Adirondacks in New York, and the White Mountains in New
Hampshire home, but Alaska is farther north, bigger, and more extreme in
every way. Late September in the state nicknamed the Last Frontier is the
equivalent of November below the 49th parallel, leafless and gray with snowinducing temperatures on the coast and much colder inland.
	I planned to paddle from Valdez Harbor to Shoup Bay, camp beside Shoup
Glacier for two nights to allow time to explore the area, and then paddle back
to Valdez. The trip would cover about 25 miles out-and-back on the water
and 8 miles on land and ice. I had three work-related agendas: (1) GPS-ing
and photographing the route; (2) photographing a well-known rookery of
black-legged kittiwakes, small gull-like birds; and (3) shooting video of the
kittiwakes for two projects. But I also had a personal agenda.
Valdez has always held a dubious place in my conservation conscience. As
a preschooler, one of my first memories of a natural disaster was the Alaskan
earthquake of 1964. The strongest earthquake ever recorded on the North
American continent, it measured 9.2 on the Richter scale with an epicenter
a mere 45 miles west of Valdez. The quake triggered a massive underwater
landslide, killing 115 in Alaska and destroying the fishing port of Valdez. The

A tanker waits near the pipeline terminus in Prince William Sound in Valdez. Scientists
have estimated that more than 26,000 gallons of oil remain in the sands of the waterway.
LISA DENSMORE
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quake created a tsunami that killed 33 people, mostly children, who were
swept away while standing on the wharf watching a supply ship unload.
Post-quake, the original site of the town was considered so unstable that
the Army Corps of Engineers moved it to its current location, 5 miles south
but still deep in the Valdez Arm, a fjord off Prince William Sound. After
rebuilding, Valdez emerged a stronger and more diverse outpost. In 1977,
the Trans-Alaska Pipeline was completed with Valdez Bay as the location of
its southern terminus. The well-publicized, controversial pipeline gave the
town’s 3,500 residents new job opportunities both in the oil and the tourism
industries. Visitors came to Valdez to peek at the pipeline and to see the
plethora of wildlife and glaciers that graced this sheltered finger of Prince
William Sound. Most tourists ogled the whales, seals, and seabirds by cruise
ship, though a few adventurous souls trickled in for more challenging outdoor
pursuits such as sea kayaking and heli-skiing.
The pipeline, an 800-mile artery from Prudhoe Bay to Valdez, transports
crude oil through the Alaskan interior, crossing 34 major rivers and hundreds
of streams; the Brooks, Alaska, and Chugach mountain ranges; and three
major earthquake faults. An average of 226 million barrels of oil per year
passes through the pipe to Valdez, where the oil is loaded onto supertankers
and then shuttled to refineries along the West and Gulf coasts of the Lower
48. One of those supertankers was named Exxon Valdez.
	In 1989, just three days shy of 25 years after the earthquake, the Exxon
Valdez ran aground on Bligh Reef at the mouth of the Valdez Arm about
25 miles south of Valdez Harbor. Eleven million gallons of black gold spilled
into Prince William Sound. Currents and weather spread the oil along 1,300
miles of coastline and more than 11,000 square miles of ocean.
The investigation surrounding the highly publicized oil spill placed the
blame on the captain of the ship, Joseph Hazelwood. The popular story
suggested Captain Hazelwood was drunk and ran the ship aground. Today,
The Pipeline Club in Valdez where Hazelwood purportedly drank before the
incident serves the Captain’s cocktail, a gin and tonic, which the pub renamed
a “Hazelwood.”
Although Captain Hazelwood never denied imbibing in Valdez before
his ship departed, he maintains his faculties were fully intact and that he
was technically off-duty in his quarters and asleep when the ship hit the
rocks shortly after midnight. Regardless, Hazelwood became a scapegoat
in the disaster, which cost billions of dollars and employed 11,000 people
to contain and clean up the initial mess. In fact, Hazelwood was ultimately
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found not guilty of operating a vessel under the influence of alcohol. The
ensuing investigation concluded the third mate and the helmsman failed to
turn the ship because of a combination of fatigue and the inability to get an
automated warning from a piece of broken navigation equipment, and the
Coast Guard’s lack of an effective vessel traffic navigation system.
Though the Exxon Valdez oil spill ranked 34th at the time on the list of the
world’s largest oil spills and has now dropped below 50th, it hit a conservation
nerve. No human lives were lost in the shipwreck (four died in the massive
cleanup effort); however, the toll on the region’s fisheries and wildlife remains
incalculable, and the sense that this wild area has been permanently tarnished
remains lodged in many of our minds.
According to the Exxon Valdez Oil Spill Trustee Council, a joint state and
federal partnership charged with monitoring the environmental damage and
the recovery from the oil spill, 250,000 sea birds, 2,800 sea otters, 300 harbor
seals, 250 bald eagles, 22 killer whales, and countless salmon and herring died
during the period immediately following the oil spill, though these numbers
may be low as many carcasses sank uncounted.
When the government drafted the initial restoration plan, biologists
assumed that whatever oil remained in the environment after the cleanup
effort would dissipate and wildlife populations would recover at various rates
depending on the species. I wondered how much the ecosystem had actually
repaired itself during the last two decades. Would I be able to see evidence
of the oil spill? When the opportunity arose to visit Valdez for other reasons,
I secretly looked forward to a firsthand look at the scene of this infamous
environmental accident.
	I arrived in Valdez accompanied by three friends: Bill Powell, a lawyer by
trade and an avid outdoorsman who had climbed Kilimanjaro and trekked
in the Canadian Rockies with me; Jim Low, an information officer with
the Missouri Department of Conservation; and David Low, Jim’s son, an
information ranger with the National Park Service who was between jobs.
All four of us were experienced in a breadth of backcountry skills, though
none of us had sea kayaked in Alaska. We eagerly anticipated the trip. What
we didn’t anticipate was the extreme weather. The heavily timbered coastline around Valdez is similar to the Oregon coast in appearance but better
characterized as “Arctic rainforest.” Some summers, the temperature never
crests 70 degrees Fahrenheit, and the region receives more than 65 inches of
rain and more than 300 inches of snow per year. Nine inches of it fell on us
in 24 hours!
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	On our departure morning, heavy clouds shrouded the snow-capped
peaks surrounding Valdez Harbor as we toted dry bag after dry bag onto the
docks. Josh McDonald, our outfitter and guide, met us with a mug of steaming coffee in one hand and a paddle in the other. A 33-year-old snowboarder
from Wisconsin, Josh came to Valdez a half-decade earlier for its plethora of
steep powder pistes, then started a sea kayaking business to support his winter
habit. He lives year-round on a sailboat in the harbor and keeps his kayaks on
the sailboat’s deck when they aren’t in use.
“What’s the weather forecast?” I asked as we began hauling sea kayaks to a
waiting water taxi.
“We’ll probably get a little rain,” replied Josh, unconcerned. “It always
rains here. Do you have Gore-Tex?”
“Sure. I never leave home without it,” I quipped. The hairs on the back
of my neck quivered an early warning, but I disregarded them, blaming the
chilly morning air for their ticklish state. Normally, I keep careful track of the
weather when I’m about to venture into an untamed place, but I had spent
the last week in a communication void in the Alaskan interior. What’s more,
every guide I had ever met monitored Mother Nature. Josh did too, but as I
would later discover, our ideas of what constituted weather adverse enough to
cancel a kayak trip differed drastically.
By late morning, the water taxi deposited our small fleet of kayaks and
a mound of food and gear on a gravel beach near the mouth of Shoup Bay.
It took an hour to cram our supplies into every available nook. When we
finally launched the boats, a light rain made temporal dimples in the glassy
gray-blue water.
We had only a short three-mile paddle to the end of Shoup Bay known
as Shoup Lagoon, and its namesake glacier. The bay and the glacier were not
named for a historical figure of any note. In fact, they were already named
when Captain William Ambercrombie visited the area in the late nineteenth
century. Ambercrombie was likely the first westerner to sail into Shoup Bay,
which was deep under glacial ice when Captain James Cook explored Prince
William Sound in 1778. Ambercrombie only saw the outer bay, not the inner
lagoon. Shoup Glacier has receded more than three miles in the last 235 years,
with half of that occurring since the 1964 earthquake. We would be camping
on “new” land near the base of the glacier, revealed within the last year. The
prospect made the journey special if only for that unusual honor.
The timing of our departure coincided with the incoming tide that we
needed to ride through a channel between a large rock outcropping and an
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The kayakers pitched their tent above the high tide line across from the shrinking Shoup
Glacier. LISA DENSMORE

island about halfway to our tentsite. The rain became more persistent as we
paddled, but there was too much to see to pay the weather much heed. The
bay was framed by massive dark gray cliffs that made us feel like insignificant
intruders in this remote, rugged landscape. Small fragments of ice and
miniature icebergs floated nearby reminding me of the Exxon Valdez, which
had veered out of the normal shipping lanes in Valdez Arm to avoid icebergs.
Perhaps those icebergs had calved off Shoup Glacier.
	I felt aware of something watching us and scanned the water more
carefully. A seal poked its silvery head from the briny water to spy on our
progress. Then I spotted another one, and a third. Curious but shy, they dared
come only close enough for a look at us, but if I turned toward them to take
a photo, they quickly disappeared underwater.
The sea otters were braver. They floated happily on their backs, plying
open clams with their dexterous paws and mostly ignoring us as the powerful
current swept our kayaks past them through the cut.
About a half-mile later, I spotted a bald eagle perched in a scraggly tree
atop a large rocky island. Bird guano covered the ledges below the eagle.
The kittiwake rookery! However, only a handful remained of the 40,000
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black-legged kittiwakes that nest annually on the island. A few young-of-the
year flitted here and there over the water, but most had departed to the Bering
Sea for the winter. Judging by the amount of guano, we had missed them by
only a few days. After trying in vain to get a close-up photograph of at least
one kittiwake, I kicked myself under my spray skirt for misjudging the onset
of the Alaskan autumn. In the Lower 48, most migratory birds were still at
least six weeks away from their biannual commute.
Disappointed about missing the kittiwakes, I felt wetter and colder as we
paddled past the rookery, but my mood lifted moments later as Shoup Glacier came into view at the other end of the lagoon. The glacier flowed out of
the clouds and down the far wall of the massive cirque that rose around us.
Though the lagoon was a mile and a half in diameter, I felt like we paddled
in a forgotten cup of cold soup at the bottom of a mammoth cauldron. The
superlative proportions of the Alaskan landscape inspired awe if only for their
sheer size.
We paddled toward the white spires poised above the water. From afar,
the glacier looked like the back of a lolling white dinosaur with an enormous
spiked tail. Despite the expanse of the place, it seemed unusually quiet, the
drumming rain silencing even the moans of the melting ice.

A raging torrent rushes by a 20-foot pile of rubble left behind by the melting glacier.
LISA DENSMORE
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We set up camp about a quarter-mile from the glacier on a long gravel
beach on the eastern side of the lagoon, taking care to place our tents above
the high tide line. I was so cold after unloading the boats that I lost the dexterity in my fingers. Bill graciously set up my tent for me, while Josh brewed
some hot tea in the bug shelter. Holding the hot mug warmed my hands
and sipping the hot beverage warmed my core enough to stop my incessant
shivering.
A few minutes later, the others returned to the bug shelter. Josh suggested
a hike beside the glacier to warm up, urging us to wear the tall rubber boots
he had provided for us rather than hiking boots. I quickly learned why.
We waded across a number of streamlets that flowed in a wet web down
the mountainside. After walking the quarter-mile of beach between our tents
and the nearest wall of ice, we climbed one of the 20-foot mounds of rubble
for a view into a crack, then hiked a short way past two huge ice caverns,
through both of which a raging torrent roared.
“The land where we are now is only a year old,” explained Josh. “It might
be here next year, or it might not. We’re the first to walk here.”
As we continued our ascent, we observed a succession of plant life. The
barren rubble below gave way to solid rock covered with moss and clumps
of alpine fireweed, long past blooming but with leaves still ablaze in hues of
red, hot pink, and golden-yellow, the color made more intense by the rainwater that continued to pour down in an endless stream. The higher we went,
the older the land became and the taller the alders and other shrubby plants.
Despite the heavy sky, we gained an increasingly broad view of the bay as we
climbed.
Josh led us up a shallow drainage, following a series of cascades. The ribbons
of water connected several deep pools carved into the rock, eventually leading
to a short slot canyon. We scrambled through the canyon taking care on the
slippery rock and suddenly found ourselves facing a 100-foot waterfall. The
waterfall fed a deep aquamarine pool. The contrast between the black rock,
the white waterfall, and the turquoise water was stunning, like an enchanted
secret hideaway for magical mountain elves. However, no elves scolded us
for finding their private pool, nor was there any evidence of life in this newly
carved canyon.
We backtracked out of the slot and climbed another 0.2 mile to a mossy
shelf and another view of the bay and the glacier, then turned toward our tents
now two miles below. Upon returning to the beach, Josh began preparing
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dinner. No longer moving, my shivers returned. I worried about the coming
night and the accompanying subfreezing temperatures.
“Is there any way to get a weather report?” I asked.
Josh pulled a weather radio from a dry bag and turned it on. The
fabricated voice eventually came around to the Valdez area of Prince
William Sound.
“Calm seas building to three feet by morning, nine feet by midday,” said
the electronic voice. “Winds gusting to 60 miles per hour, continued rain,
extremely heavy at times. . . .” A typhoon was bearing down on us!
“Cool!” remarked Josh. Other less savory four-letter words went unspoken
in my mind.
“I’ve never been out in a typhoon,” exclaimed Josh. “Bring it on!”
While I admired his go-for-it attitude, I didn’t share it. His internal
thermostat was hotter than mine, and I had a much higher respect for bad
weather. The incoming storm was not just adverse, it was downright lifethreatening, but it appeared we had a short window in the morning to
avoid the worst of it. When Bill, Jim, and David returned to the bug shelter,
I explained the situation. Josh sat quietly as the rest of the group made plans
for an early departure in the morning. The only snafu would be the tidal
current through the cut. If it flowed against us, the effort to escape the lagoon
would require more strength than the rest of the 13-mile paddle back to
Valdez Harbor.
	I slept fitfully that night. The wind and rain pounded my tent. Wearing
every article of dry clothing I had, my mummy bag held me in a restrictive
yeti-hug. Twice during the night, a large crash echoed around the lagoon as
chunks of the glacier calved. And that niggling feeling of danger had turned
into a screaming alarm inside my brain. By morning, I wrestled to be patient
with the others as they ate breakfast and packed. I couldn’t depart Shoup Bay
fast enough.
	Ironically, as we pushed off, the rain let up a little. As we neared the cut,
I felt my kayak gain speed with each pull of my paddle. Luckily, the tide was
going out. I felt warm again from the physical exertion of paddling and more
optimistic as we made our way to the mouth of Shoup Bay.
	It took six hours to paddle back to Valdez. The alarm inside my head
mellowed the closer we came to the harbor, and I began to look around again.
Several sea lions paused to look at us. A rare Sabine’s gull glided past my bow.
There was little evidence of the oil spill, at least on the surface.
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The Trans-Alaska Pipeline ends in Valdez Bay. The pipe, infrastructure, and tankers are
a part of the modern landscape. LISA DENSMORE

Most of the lingering effects of the oil are not apparent to the naked eye, but
Prince William Sound is far from fully healed. If you dig a few inches below
the surface of the intertidal beaches that were heavily oiled during the spill,
various amounts of oil will fill the hole depending on the location. According
to a 2007 study by National Oceanic and Atmospheric Administration, more
than 26,000 gallons of oil remain in the sands of Prince William Sound, more
than the cleanup effort was able to remove, and though it is dissipating, the
rate is a slow, only 0 percent to 4 percent per year.
The NOAA study concluded that this contamination produces chronic
low-level exposure among most wildlife, with more acute effects on species
such as mussels and other creatures that live in the intertidal zone, not to
mention the sea otters and waterfowl that feed on them. One of the most
startling disclosures by the Exxon Valdez Oil Spill Trustee Council is that oil
persists in some places at levels nearly as toxic as just after the oil spill. Additional research has found lingering oil 450 miles away on the Kenai Peninsula
and the Katmai coast.
As we paddled by the pipeline terminus, a super tanker was taking on
a load. Josh pointed out that the oil from the spill didn’t affect the inner
part of the Valdez Arm. The currents pushed it toward the ocean. That said,
the disaster remains very much a factor in everyday life in this isolated port
surrounded by the rugged Chugach Mountains. He explained how residents
of Valdez, himself included, now practice periodic emergency procedures in
case of another accident. In addition, the government has implemented a
number of regulations regarding the transport of oil from the pipeline to
the sea and by 2015 will require all supertankers be double-hulled (although
Summer/FALL 2013 49

Appalachia_SF2013_FINAL_5.8.indd 49

5/11/13 8:20 AM

if the Exxon Valdez had had a double hull, its holding tanks would still
have ruptured).
From the Exxon Valdez catastrophe, scientists have learned a lot about the
lasting impact of an oil spill. We now know that the environmental damage
is not only acute at first, but can continue for decades, particularly in areas
where there is little wave action and where temperatures are cold.
And what of the boat, Exxon Valdez? The supertanker was towed to
San Diego, repaired at a cost of $30 million, and rechristened the
S/R Mediterranean in 1990. Forbidden by law to reenter the waters of Prince
William Sound, it carried oil across the Atlantic for a decade before being sold
to a shipping concern in Hong Kong that registered it in Panama and renamed
it Oriental Nicety. The ship was finally decommissioned and dismantled last
summer in India.
	In Valdez, natural disasters seem to go in a 25-year cycle. As we approach
the 25th anniversary of the oil spill and the 50th anniversary of the earthquake, I wondered if the typhoon bearing down on us would be the next one.
As we paddled into Valdez Harbor, the rain returned with a vengeance, and
the wind began to pick up. Even with the physical exertion, the cold crept
steadily back into my body. I could hardly hold my paddle and needed help
climbing out of my kayak onto the pier. I don’t clearly remember checking
into the Best Western Harbor Inn at the end of the docks, but after soaking
in the hot tub in my room and drinking another gallon of tea, I mustered
the strength to wander down to the lobby. The Weather Channel flashed a
warning on a flat screen TV above the registration desk. The storm had been
upgraded to 19-foot seas. I learned from the front desk clerk that the road
between Valdez and Anchorage was closed and that the ferry to Cordova had
been canceled.
“I hope you’re not planning on going anywhere,” she said, cheerfully.
“You’ve got a front-row seat for the storm.”
	I was glad it was a warm, dry one. As we watched the storm pound the
harbor, I marveled at the ability of both the residents and the wildlife of
Valdez to rebound from natural and human-made misfortunes, though in the
case of an oil spill, it definitely takes a while.

Lisa Densmore is an award-winning writer, photographer, and filmmaker. She splits
her time between Red Lodge, Montana, and Chateaugay Lake, New York, when she’s
not exploring a wild part of the world.
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Near Wyalusing, May 5/6
Dear Ones—rain, all the night of the Super Moon,
looming closest to Earth this year, somewhere
above the gray cloud cover; rain, a soft percussive
beat on the tent fly, dripping in the new leaves,
weighting the long prairie grass; we wake to puddles
and the orioles, newly arrived, singing their loud
complicated arias from the white pine tops—all day
they sing, and long past twilight, past the crows
harrying home the hooting owl, deep into night
under the brilliant light of that moon past full;
and the woodcocks, whose courting ground
we’ve pitched our tent in the middle of, fly
the whole night long, their buzzy pe-ent sounds
like car horns in our ears—and then, each time,
the plunging, whistling flight. Spring’s urgencies
along the riverway, chorus frogs in the background
talk, trilliums spilling light rays in the woods—
brief lives with no time to waste. All day we walk
the remnant prairies, ravines, and woods,
in haste to see and bloom and spend ourselves.
Robin Chapman

Robin Chapman is the author of seven poetry books, most recently The Eelgrass
Meadow (Tebot Bach, 2011). She is the recipient of Appalachia’s 2010 Poetry Prize.
Her poems have appeared recently in Atlanta Review, Dalhousie Review, Prairie Schooner, and Southern Poetry Review among other journals.
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Terraphilia
It’s time for a new land ethic that values
even mundane precincts
David K. Leff
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Mountains of Love
As a late-teen test of manhood, I hitchhiked from Connecticut and began my
first foray into the White Mountains, a Crawford Path solo trip across the
Presidential Range with nights at Mizpah, Lakes of the Clouds, and Madison
Spring huts. Besotted by spicy spruce air just a few minutes up the trail, my
rite of passage was amped after passing the yellow Forest Service sign warning
of bad weather, danger, and death above treeline. Ready for steep climbs
promised by my map’s clustered contour lines, white Appalachian Trail blazes
fueled Georgia-to-Maine dreams. Here on America’s oldest footpath, cut in
1819 by rugged hostler Abel Crawford, I felt my journey somehow connecting
with generations past. What I didn’t realize at the time was that I’d also begun
connecting with a whole new way of looking at landscapes.
The next day offered stiff breezes and azure sky dotted with clouds. Along
the ridge, astringent light revealed a roiling sea of green slopes punctuated
with ashen ledges that seemed to break like ocean whitecaps. The trail moved
through small trees, krummholz thickets, and lichen-crusted rocky plains
where alpine plants grew in tufts and low mats. The natural grandeur grabbed
me, and the path marked by crude cairns and sometimes edged with stones
seemed to possess the nobility and timeworn quality of a Roman road.
At the hut the night before, I’d listened to old-timers’ stories and made a
brief raid on the small library, soaking up history, geology, ecology, and lore.
So while my senses feasted on the stark and cragged terrain, my imagination
wandered in time and space to grand hotels, logging railroads, wildfires,
continental crashes, home-crushing landslides, blooming alpine plants, and
Indian legends. Not limited merely by what I saw, I encountered a richer,
denser world. It was love at first sight, manifestation of a phenomenon I’ve
since called “terraphilia,” love of terrain or place.
	I’d fallen in love with places before, just never so suddenly. It was usually,
even at such a young age, by long association—the wooded lots I wandered
in the suburbs at home and my great uncle’s chicken farm among others. But
this time my infatuation was clear and precipitous.
We spend time in the Whites (and similar places) for recreation and
physical challenge and to find respite from an ever-accelerating frenetic life.
This “land of many uses” has been set aside for scientific study, wildlife, timber
The Park River runs underneath Hartford, Connecticut. Officials diverted it into culverts to stop flooding. Boaters occasionally commune with the power of water under
a city. STEVE DUNCAN
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harvests, and clean water and to protect geological marvels and historic sites.
These reasons support conservation initiatives and appropriations, but they
tell a junior part of the story. After all, many other places boasting such values
remain unprotected. Ultimately, the political, financial, and social will to
create and maintain the White Mountain National Forest results from deep
affection by small cadres of activists and wide swaths of the public.
The federal Weeks Act that established national forests, the management
plans, Wilderness designations, and all the hard work that has gone into
creation and maintenance of the undeveloped forests are less the result of
science, resource management needs, recreational desires, and tourist dollars
than they are a matter of people’s passion for a place. It’s not just the deep
quiet of the woods or austere beauty of the summits, but a history of human
interaction from American Indians to the Crawfords to the Cog Railway to
Pinkham Notch Camp and the Mount Washington Observatory.
	If we are to protect such areas from invasive species, encroaching
development, climate change, and other threats, it will take a revival of
romance between people and places. This romance must take place not just
at wild locations, but also in environments near where we live, in towns
and cities where we form our attitudes toward land. Only by appreciating,
understanding, and improving the everyday landscapes in which we live and
work will we be able to ensure the future of the White Mountains and other
special places.
After that first White Mountain journey, I longed to recapture the happy
endorphin sensation of falling in love with a place, the adrenaline rush of
sudden onset terraphilia. But as a mere hitchhiker well into my twenties, it
was tough getting to remote, untrammeled destinations. So I began exploring
locations closer to home such as western Connecticut’s once famously
polluted Naugatuck River (where no fish were living in 1966), Boston’s
Emerald Necklace and other city parks, and even the dark tunnels of Hartford’s
buried Park River. Remarkably, I found the exhilaration of terraphilia in such
debased and degraded places, not just because of unexpected natural beauty,
but because their long and tangled encounters with humanity added layers
of intrigue.
“In wildness is the preservation of the world,” Henry David Thoreau
uttered in one of his lightening-bolt aphorisms. It’s equally true, as some
New Urbanist planners and sustainability experts have pointed out, that in
the world of cities is the preservation of wildness.
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Three Waves of Consciousness
America has experienced three waves of conservation consciousness. Scientists,
politicians, artists, sports enthusiasts, and travelers have contributed to each
wave, but writers have been the most influential. No wonder author Bill
McKibben has observed, “An argument can be made that environmental
writing is America’s single most distinctive contribution to the world’s
literature.”
The first wave established an awareness of the beauty and diversity of
nature, creating a realization that the natural world was not just something
for exploitation. Although there are antecedents, in America this approach
was pioneered by Thoreau, whose masterpiece, Walden, was published
in 1854. The book is full of keen nature observation and acerbic critiques
of society, but most significantly makes a compelling connection between
human consciousness and natural objects and phenomena, the first stirrings
of terraphilia. To some extent, all environmental writing is a footnote to
Thoreau, but there are many clear-eyed and compelling authors in this firstwave tradition of awareness (although most also bleed into the next waves)
including John Burroughs in the later nineteenth century and Edwin Way
Teale in the twentieth. Among contemporary writers are John Hanson
Mitchell and John Elder.
The second wave launched from the first, calling not just for understanding
and appreciation, but activism to protect beauty, ecological functions, and
other values. John Muir was the progenitor, advocating for creation of national
parks and in defense of forests. His pleas to save Hetch Hetchy Valley and the
redwoods remain moving, an expression of terraphilia through efforts to save
places. This approach has included late 20th and early 21st-century authors
as diverse as Edward Abbey and McKibben, but perhaps reached its zenith
with Rachel Carson’s Silent Spring (Houghton Mifflin), the 1962 book about
pesticides that launched modern environmentalism.
A third wave introducing ethical conservation consciousness began with
Aldo Leopold and his land ethic that (he wrote in the 1940s) “changes the role
of Homo sapiens from conqueror of the land community to plain member
and citizen of it,” advancing terraphilia via a moral connection of people to
places. Integral to that view is an ecological way of thinking. “Land, then,
is not merely soil; it is a fountain of energy flowing through a circuit of
soils, plants and animals,” he wrote in “The Land Ethic,” A Sand County
Almanac and Sketches Here and There (Oxford University Press, 1949). Though
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once termed a “subversive science,” an ecological worldview is today widely
accepted though, unfortunately, less well practiced. Its best contemporary
expression is in the writings of Kentuckian Wendell Berry who brings land
vividly alive. It flashes through works of Scott Russell Sanders and Annie
Dillard.
Awareness imbued with terraphilia could herald a fourth wave of
conservation consciousness, encouraging us to prize not just pristine and
magnificent places—the Yellowstones of the world—but more mundane
precincts. The terraphilia sensibility maintains that if we consciously explore
rather than sleepwalk through areas where we live, work, and visit, we will
find them more intriguing than we’d ever imagined. Exploration will entice
us to learn more, and as we come to know such places better, we will learn to
appreciate them, one hopes even love them. And to the extent we appreciate
and love them, we’ll recognize their value and want to invest our time, energy,
and money to protect and improve them. If we come to value familiar places,
distant wonders will only grow in our esteem.
Garnering inspiration from mundane places to protect singular ones may
sound far-fetched, but it is exactly in the Leopold mode. Though Leopold
worked and lived in some of the American West’s most fabulous country, it
was a patch of worn-out land in an ordinary Wisconsin sand county on which
he most lavished his love and found inspiration for world-changing ideas.
Leopold explained, “The [human] individual is a member of a community
of interdependent parts.” Likewise, terraphilia erases, or at least blurs, the
lines between human and wild communities, between the built and natural
environments, recognizing their linked ecology because “man is, in fact, only
a member of a biotic team.”

An Ecology of Place
What we perceive at the scale of a wolf ’s territory or the habitat of bog turtles,
a skunk cabbage–filled wetland, and even at a watershed level, we tend to
forget with regard to people, whether living in rural areas, suburbs, or large
cities. Even those who have elevated Leopold to near-sainthood forget that
he first explained natural communities by reference to their human analog,
places where man’s “instincts prompt him to compete for his place in that
community, but his ethics prompt him also to co-operate.” Despite notable
exceptions, the world seems to be divided into those who enjoy the pulse of
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urbanity and those who seek the flow of nature, those who often find the
built environment too frenetic and ugly, and those for whom the natural
world is dull and frightening. It is a chasm at least as wide as that perceived
between science and the humanities in C.P. Snow’s great 1959 lecture, “The
Two Cultures.”
Many great conservationists have been inveterate walkers. Foot travel is
often the best means of reaching remote, uninhabited places. Inasmuch as
what we perceive is often inversely proportional to how fast we move, going
slowly also enables us to see and understand more, essential conditions for
terraphilia. Walking is a great stimulant to thought. “The rhythm of walking
generates a kind of rhythm of thinking, and the passage through a landscape
echoes or stimulates the passage through a series of thoughts,” writes Rebecca
Solnit in Wanderlust (Viking, 2000).
Thoreau, Muir, and Teale are among many famous walkers who have
shaped our understanding and love of nature. Few, however, know that the
same is true of many great thinkers and lovers of urban areas such as twentiethcentury social critic Lewis Mumford, who won the 1962 National Book Award
for The City in History (Harcourt, Brace and World, 1961), or Alfred Kazin,
a literary critic of the same era whose A Walker in the City (Harcourt, Brace,
1951) fuses personal experience with acute observation of architecture and
the ecology of neighborhoods. Among contemporary writers, Harvard’s John
Stilgoe continues to explore city and suburb by foot and bicycle. Terraphilia
teaches that built places can be just as beautiful, intriguing, and curious as
natural marvels.
	I explore both cities and wild places. I’m baffled that most of us treat the
two realms as distinct islands. In an age where such “pristine” natural places as
the White Mountain National Forest and Great Smoky Mountains National
Park are often shrouded in air pollution and eaten alive by invasive species,
this seems particularly puzzling. Likewise, discovering connections between
geology and other natural endowments in the life of developed areas should
take no more than a glance at the location of agricultural fields, placement of
factories, and contour of roads. Consider our footprint on the planet. Books
like David Owen’s Green Metropolis (Riverhead Books, 2009) and Edward
Glaeser’s Triumph of the City (Penguin Press, 2011) make compelling cases that
if you care about nature, you should live in the city.
Journalist Howard Mansfield captured the link between built and natural
environments in his book The Same Ax, Twice (University Press of New
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England, 2000). “The house is more like a natural landscape,” he writes. “You
are looking at time. Seven generations of life represented by a notch on a girt,
a paint chip on a summer beam, the way the head of an adze met the wood
one winter day in 1664. Life flowed through here and like a glacier left its
marks upon wood and plaster.” Such connections are the soul of terraphilia.

The Art of Looking
We can heal the divide between wild and built landscapes and revive interest
in the conservation of unique natural and cultural places only by practiced
looking. It will revive interest in exploring and appreciating environments
near to home. Our landscape bubbles with stories. In its clues, we can read
what has happened and what might be. Comprehension requires not some
mystical sixth sense or specialized academic training, only knowing the simple language of terraphilia. The words are the landscape details we see every
day, from a roadside rock cut to a swayback barn. The grammar of that lexicon is found in the way we weave those isolated details into sentences and
paragraphs of meaning by joining one to another like jigsaw puzzle pieces.
No artifact, whether a stone wall or a housing tract, is an isolated word or
sentence in the story of humans and landscape.
We who care about places are obligated to tell stories that will excite those
blind and deaf to the everyday magic animating both ordinary and unique
areas. No place, not a brownfield wasteland nor a seemingly boring subdivision,
lacks compelling tales and fascinating human and landscape confluences. We
must be cartographers of imagination, drawing what William Least HeatMoon calls a “deep map,” an amalgam of topography, history, biography,
folklore, politics, geology, and natural history. Lovers of landscape are lovers
of stories, so it is not surprising that some of our best nature and place-based
writers have been adept at fiction—Wendell Berry, Edward Hoagland, Scott
Russell Sanders, and William Howard Kunstler among them.
For many of us, our appreciation of landscapes and an impulse toward
terraphilia begins where nature dominates, from mountains to beaches, black
spruce bogs to floodplain forests. We focus on them because they are different
from the areas where most of us live. But to be fully aware of and appreciate
this world, our love must extend to working landscapes of farm and forest
that provide food and fiber and offer a rich patchwork of trees, pasture, and
cropland. We must embrace historic colonial towns with their broad greens,
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and nineteenth-century mill villages with their fortress-like factories, as well
as city neighborhoods and commercial and industrial districts.
Although they need no encouragement or protection, even strip
developments with their garish signs, confusing traffic lanes, fast-food
restaurants, filling stations, and big-box stores are part of our landscape
along with interstate highways and sterile housing tracts. We may think
some of these landscapes ugly and wasteful, but few of us do not use them.
And I admit to feeling an occasional thrum of excitement in the busy
commerce of a strip mall, or the cinematic movement of topography at 65
miles per hour. All these landscapes are places in which we live, work, and
do business. They are places that deserve our interest and attention. The
more we understand them, the more we will know what is needed to create
better places.
Terraphilia raises awareness of what lies around us. It requires landscape
consciousness, mindfulness about what we see. We must cultivate a purposeful
way of looking. It demands more than a windshield tour or a plat-like view
from a plane. “Ordinary exploration begins in casual indirection,” writes
Stilgoe in Outside Lies Magic (Walker, 1998), “in the juiciest sort of indecision,
in deliberate, then routine fits of absence of mind. Walk three quarters of the
way around the block, then strike out on a vector, a more or less straight line
toward nothing in particular, follow the downgrade or the newer pavement,
head for the shadow of trees ahead, strike off toward the sound of the belfry
clock, follow the scent of the bakery back door, drift downhill toward
the river.”

Making Connections
People who care about places can light fires of enthusiasm under those around
them. We can talk about the magnificence of distant regions, but we will be
most effective if we start by generating interest in familiar spots, as Leopold
did for his beloved patch of tired sand county. The first step is to steep
ourselves in the natural and cultural history, science, legends, and lore of the
everyday areas where we live, work, and play. We must tell stories that give
meaning to places. This is the essence of terraphilia.
When in the woods, we need to extol old mill dams, faded roads, farm walls,
abandoned quarries, changing plant assemblages, and odd rock outcrops that
illuminate the “why” of a place. We must relate the story of primeval forest,
farmers, early industry, reforestation, and development. While walking in our
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neighborhoods, we must be attuned to architecture that speaks of fashion,
money, and technology as we recall tales of quirky residents and past land
uses. Street names alone often read like a completed crossword puzzle inviting
us to pose the questions that they answer. We must make places personal
by conveying that such stories are also our story—that we exist in the very
continuum we describe.
Conservation is as much a matter of culture as nature. The need for
balanced, diverse, healthy functioning systems transcends differences between
built and natural worlds. Most times, we experience synergies between the
two. “What we long for,” wrote the eminent biologist René Dubos, “is rarely
nature in the raw; more often it is a landscape suited to human limitations
and shared by the efforts and aspirations that have created civilized life.”
Paradoxically, revival of the conservation movement and protection of our
most magnificent places lies in understanding and appreciating those areas
where natural values are not necessarily pure and ascendant.
Terraphilia is the joy of making connections among landscape objects
and phenomena. Discovery will abound not by highlighting the pristine
singularity of wilderness or the precious heritage of historic districts, but by
showing how they support each other as well as the most plain places. It’s
not just a matter of demonstrating that the economy and culture of cities
are codependent on the complexities of natural habitats, but of revealing a
relationship regardless of similarities and distinctions. We need ecological
thinking in the built environment and an understanding of how culture
affects the natural world. Love overcomes much in human relationships.
Similarly, terraphilia will foster a deeper, more sustainable involvement with
the planet and neighborhoods we call home.

David K. Leff writes poetry, essays, and books about the natural and built landscape
from his home in Collinsville, Connecticut. Visit him at davidkleff.com. He is a
former deputy commissioner of his state’s environmental protection agency.
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Beds of Moss and Mosquitoes
Summer in the Arctic, so reindeer
bulls are molting. Rhythm
of a dark eye circled
by snow. What other world
than this? Caribou antlers
are shed in craters
for squirrels and hares,
so calcium can rise quickly as blood
to please the times. Northern Lights
shed their doubts
and strip down to flesh.
Not only bulls thrust and parry,
but seasons, even mosquito ones
when water quickens,
expectation flares,
and dull rocks flash glints of purple
at the midnight sun. Enter dirt
by the tonnage, bears,
and time that rotates
to the play of cubs. Amen, Amen,
the prophet cries, but the tundra goes
on nursing, and days in long
obedient lines take
entire worlds back to kindergarten.
James Doyle

James Doyle’s latest book is The Long View Just Keeps Treading Water (2012), available
from Accents Publishing. He lives in Fort Collins, Colorado.
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Why Walk?
An excerpt from the new book Walking Distance
Robert E. Manning
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Editor’s note: This is the first chapter of Walking Distance: Extraordinary
Hikes for Ordinary People (Robert and Martha Manning, Oregon State
University Press, 2013). The authors emphasize walking as an ordinary pastime.
They encourage those who don’t necessarily think of themselves as adventurers
to explore beautiful places, and the book describes several manageable walks in
beautiful, accessible places around the world.

W

hy walk, indeed? History can be read as a millennialong struggle to free ourselves from the need to walk. Freedom
from walking has always been highly coveted, coming first to the rich and
powerful; slaves carried their masters, knights rode horses, the rich owned
carriages, and the upper and now middle classes drive cars. Today, only the
less fortunate are forced to walk. Most people prefer to sit and ride rather
than walk, or so it’s been.
But things are changing as some people are now choosing to walk instead
of ride, and this is most pronounced in leisure time as a form of recreation,
and maybe something even more substantive. The choice to walk is in
response to an apparent yearning to be more active and healthy, to do things
in a more sustainable way, and to be more directly in touch with the world
around us. The deliberate pace of walking allows us to more fully sense the
world, to see its richness of detail, to touch, hear, smell, and even taste it. Like
the more general “greening” of leisure, recreation, and travel, often called
ecotourism, the choice to walk is based on principles such as appreciation of
natural and cultural diversity; direct and authentic contact with people and
the places they live; a need to slow our everyday, hectic lives; protection of the
distinctive places that make our world so interesting; and investment in these
places through direct economic benefits.
Walking the great natural and cultural landscapes of the world is an ideal
way to pursue all these objectives. Walking’s deliberate, human-scale pace
encourages a deep understanding and appreciation of nature and culture, and
this ultimately leads to preservation of special places. Walking contributes to
A hiker on the Colorado Trail, a 470-mile-long route that traverses several ranges of the
Rocky Mountains between Denver and Durango. The nineteenth-century prophets of
Romanticism sent legions of walkers out of their gardens and into the wider and wilder
landscape, where they searched for beauty and solitude. ROBERT E. MANNING
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personal health and fitness and has relatively little environmental or social
impact. The small scale of walking makes use of facilities and services provided by local people, and resulting economic benefits flow directly to these
communities and places. And walking is one of the most democratic and
accessible recreation activities, demanding no extraordinary athletic ability,
requiring relatively little cost, and it’s appropriate for nearly all ages. But to
more fully appreciate walking, let’s take a brief stroll through history. . . .

Walking Through History
The history of walking is a paradox; walking is integral to human development,
but the practice of walking has declined precipitously. In important ways,
walking is one of the things that makes us human. While scientists debate the
origins of walking, it’s generally agreed that walking on two feet or bipedalism
emerged several million years ago as an evolutionary adaptation. There is more
consensus about its implications. In her book Wanderlust: A History of Walking
(Viking, 2000), Rebecca Solnit writes that “[t]he only given is that upright
walking is the first hallmark of what became humanity” and “[w]hatever
its causes, it caused much more.” It freed what are now our arms, allowing
humans to evolve into the ultimate tool maker, and our brains responded
accordingly. Science writer John Noble Wilford writes, “Anthropologists
and evolutionary biologists are now agreed that upright posture and twolegged walking—bipedality—was the crucial and probably the first major
adaptation associated with the divergence of human lineage from a common
ancestor with the African apes.” And renowned paleoanthropologist Mary
Leakey wrote,
One cannot overemphasize the role of bipedalism in hominoid development. It
stands as perhaps the salient point that differentiates the forbears of man from
other primates. This unique ability freed the hands for myriad possibilities—
carrying, toolmaking, intricate manipulation. From this single development, in
fact, stems all modern technology. Somewhat oversimplified, the formula holds
that this new freedom of forelimbs posed a challenge. The brain expanded to meet
it. And mankind was formed.

To reject walking is to turn our backs on our evolutionary history. But just
as important, walking is a miracle—a biological and mechanical marvel and
an aesthetic triumph. Of course, most of us take walking for granted; it’s
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simple, even “pedestrian.” But in
reality, it’s a symphony between
our highly developed nervous,
skeletal, and muscular systems;
the balance and strength to
hold ourselves upright on our
two relatively small feet while
moving one foot in front of the
other for miles on end, over all
sorts of terrain, without falling,
and doing all this with little
conscious thought. The aesthetics
of walking were widely appreciated for the first time with publication in the
1880s of Eadweard Muybridge’s photographic “motion studies,” which used a
battery of linked cameras to record the act of walking. Geoff Nicholson writes
in his book The Lost Art of Walking (Riverhead Books, 2008) that “for me the
walking pictures reveal the magical nature of something we take so much for
granted.” We should appreciate and celebrate this gift by taking a daily walk.
While walking is thought to have contributed to development of the
brain, there is no question that it has stimulated our thinking across recorded
history. Aristotle is an early example, walking as he thought and taught in
the Lyceum of ancient Athens. Other philosophers followed suit in what is
known as the Peripatetic School (peripatetic meaning “one who walks”). More
recent examples include the philosophers, poets, and writers of the Romantic
Movement in the eighteenth and nineteenth centuries. French philosopher
Jean-Jacques Rousseau set the stage for Romanticism by questioning Western
society’s march toward increasing industrialization and urbanism. Joseph
Amato, in his book On Foot: A History of Walking (New York University Press,
2004), calls Rousseau “the father of romantic pedestrianism.” Rousseau’s
principal books, The Confessions and The Reveries of a Solitary Walker,
encouraged readers to return to nature and simplicity and were informed by
his own long walks. He wrote that “[t]here is something about walking that
stimulates and enlivens my thoughts” and “I can only meditate when I’m
walking. . . . When I stop I cease to think; my mind works only with my legs.”
	Other great walker-writers of the Romantic period include William
Wordsworth, Henry David Thoreau, and John Muir. Wordsworth walked
extensively in England, particularly in the Lake District. His colleague
Samuel Coleridge estimates that Wordsworth walked 180,000 miles over his
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adult life. Wordsworth had the remarkable ability to develop insights and
compose his poetry while he walked. Author Christopher Morley wrote,
“I always think of him as one of the first to employ his legs as an instrument of
philosophy.” It’s reputed that when a traveler asked to see Wordsworth’s study
at Dove Cottage, his home in the Lake District, his housekeeper replied,
“Here is his library, but his study is out of doors.”
Thoreau took up the Romantic mantle in America, walking extensively
throughout New England and more intensively around his home in Concord,
Massachusetts, and his retreat at Walden Pond. Eloquent (but often cranky),
he advanced his transcendental philosophy, urging Americans to preserve
remaining pockets of nature and to walk in the landscape to find manifestations
of god and higher truths. His essay “Walking” is his classic statement, in
which he wrote, “I think I cannot preserve my health and spirits, unless I
spend four hours a day at least,—and it is commonly more than that,—
sauntering through the woods and over the hills and fields, absolutely free
from all worldly engagements.” And in his sometimes arrogant but endearing
way he wrote that “I have met but one or two persons in the course of my
life who understood the art of Walking, that is, of taking walks,—who had a
genius, so to speak, for sauntering.”
John Muir carried the Romantic tradition westward, walking a thousand
miles from Indiana to the Gulf of Mexico, then walking extensively in the
Sierra Nevada Mountains of California throughout much of his adult life.
His walks offered him deep insights into human relationships with the natural world, and he used walking as a metaphor near the end of his life when he
wrote that “I only went out for a walk, and finally concluded to stay out until
sundown: for going out, I found, was really going in.”
The rich set of ideas associated with walking, along with the very act
of walking itself, have advanced an array of political causes. For example,
the Romantic philosophy of Rousseau suggested an inherent value in the
individual, and this in turn offered a powerful argument against the tyranny
of a wealthy majority. These ideas helped inspire the Women’s March on
Versailles in 1789 to protest the scarcity and price of bread, and this was an
important precursor of the French Revolution. Other prominent examples
include Mohandas Gandhi’s 240-mile Salt March in 1930 (protesting British
taxes); Dr. Martin Luther King Jr.’s 54-mile march in 1965 from Selma to
Montgomery, Alabama, to protest unjust voting laws (this route is now
memorialized as the Selma to Montgomery Voting Rights Trail); and Cesar
Chavez’s 340-mile March for Justice in 1966 in California to protest treatment
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of farmworkers. It’s no coincidence that the autobiographies of King and
Nelson Mandela are titled Stride to Freedom (Harper, 1958) and Long Walk
to Freedom (Little, Brown, 1994), respectively. The marches noted above are
a few of many over a long history of protests, demonstrations, and parades
with strong political agendas: peace, civil rights, cultural pride, and much
more. There have even been walks to protect walking as when several hundred
people staged a mass trespass in 1932 on Kinder Scout in the Peak District
of England, ultimately leading to legislation to assure the historic “right
to roam.” Joseph Amato suggests that walking in this way adds important
elements of “earnestness,” “solemnity,” and “humility” that help to advance
political causes, and that walking is thus “a form of public discourse,” while
Rebecca Solnit says that “walking becomes testifying.”

“I have met but one or two persons in the course of my
life who understood the art of Walking, that is, of taking
walks,—who had a genius, so to speak, for sauntering.”
—Henry David Thoreau
	One of the political causes closest to many walkers is conservation. The
prophets of Romanticism sent legions of walkers out of their gardens and into
the wider and wilder landscape, where they searched for beauty and solitude.
In this way, walking evolved into an attraction, not just a means to an end. Of
course, this meant that walkers needed wild places to walk in. Walkers banded
together in what have become powerful social forces, such as the Scottish
Rights of Way Society (founded in 1845), the Commons Preservation Society
(founded in England in 1865), the Appalachian Mountain Club (founded in
America in 1876), the Sierra Club (founded in America in 1892), Wandervogel
(founded in Germany in 1896), and the Ramblers Association (founded in
England in 1935, now known simply as Ramblers). These organizations have
been instrumental in environmental conservation and preservation, and
organize trips for millions of walkers each year.
Walking and conservation have a parallel track in cities as well as wilderness. (In fact, it’s not uncommon to read about urban areas as wilderness of a
different kind.) Walking in cities also appeals to those with a sense of adventure. In Paris, it was the flaneur or bohemian who famously explored the city’s
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nooks and crannies and, in the
words of Walter Benjamin, went
“botanizing on the asphalt” in the
nineteenth century. But Charles
Dickens may have been the ultimate urban walker, logging as
many as 20 miles a day in his native
London, giving him welcome
respite from his writing desk and
providing his writing with observations of the often grim details
of city life. The golden age of city
parks in America—such as New
York’s Central Park, Philadelphia’s Fairmount Park, and San
Francisco’s Golden Gate Park—
occurred during the same period
as the Conservation Movement,
and with similar causes and consequences: residents of densely
populated cities demanded open
space and safe, clean places to
walk, and this led to development
A statue of pilgrims points the way to the
Santiago de Compostela on the Camino de
and conservation of many of the
Santiago in northern Spain. ROBERT E. MANNING
world’s great urban parks.
Walking can also have a strong
spiritual dimension that is most evident in the pilgrimage. Pilgrims have
been walking for centuries to holy sites around the world to seek spiritual
guidance, to be healed, as a form of penance, or to fulfill religious obligations.
The oldest and largest pilgrimage is the Hajj, in which all Muslims who are
physically able and can afford to do so must walk to Mecca, Saudi Arabia,
to participate.
Two to three million pilgrims annually participate in the Hajj. It’s thought
the Hajj dates to the time of Abraham, around 2000 BC. Most pilgrims
join others in large groups on their way to Mecca and, once there, walk
counterclockwise seven times around the Kaaba, the holy building that
Muslims face during prayer.
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Christian pilgrimages to Rome, Jerusalem, Santiago, and other holy sites
began in medieval times. Today, many of these pilgrimages are walked for
cultural as well as religious reasons. It’s thought that mazes and labyrinths
may have a spiritual origin, and they are first mentioned in Greek mythology.
Labyrinths are condensed forms of the Christian pilgrimage; they are often
found in churches or churchyards. The labyrinth at Chartres Cathedral in
France may be the oldest of this type, dating from the third century. Geoff
Nicholson notes that there are currently a number of labyrinths in American
prisons designed to instill peace and calm in those who choose to walk them.

The Fall and Rise of Walking
Despite the historical significance of walking, it’s suffered a steep decline over
the last hundred years in response to the revolution in transportation. While
all forms of mechanized transportation have allowed increasing numbers of
people to ride rather than walk—a choice most people have exercised when
presented the option—it’s the car that relegated walking to the back seat.
Most people drive back and forth to work, to the store, running errands;
most children take the bus or are driven to school, socializing them to
mechanized transportation. In the process, we’ve transformed much of the
world to accommodate the driver—and at a cost to the walker. City streets are
straightened and widened for more and faster traffic, making walking difficult,
unpleasant, and often dangerous. And vast suburbs have been developed on
a car rather than human scale: distances from home to work and shopping
are beyond the reasonable range of walkers, and there are often no sidewalks.
American historian Lewis Mumford wrote that the car is responsible for “the
end of the pedestrian” and that “in America we have pushed the elimination
of the pedestrian to its ultimate conclusion—the drive-in market, the drive-in
movie theater, and the drive-in bank.” Even vacations are often spent driving
for pleasure. Offices and public buildings also discourage walking as most
are equipped with elevators, escalators, and other “people movers.” Even the
modern home with en suite bathrooms and other conveniences is designed
to reduce walking; for example, multiple bathrooms reduce trips throughout
the house.
The decline of walking has caused considerable angst among people who
choose to walk (or who would like to have that choice). Rebecca Solnit
suggests taking an ecological approach by considering walking an “indicator
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species for various kinds of freedoms and pleasures: free time, free and alluring
space, and unhindered bodies.” In this context, walking might be considered
“endangered.” She argues that modern transportation and technology lead
us to transcend space and time, alienating us from the material world, and
leaving us “disembodied.” “It is the unaugmented body that is rare now,” she
writes, “and that body has begun to atrophy as both a muscular and a sensory
organ.” Joseph Amato suggests that the car has altered our relationship
with the world, making the walker “feel like a trespasser on the earth,” and
that in the process it has “transformed . . . human senses of space, time,
and freedom.” Social critic Marshall McLuhan warned us against allowing
technology to rule our lives, observing that cars have transformed cities into
places where traditional walking patterns now constitute illegal “jaywalking.”
In science fiction writer Ray Bradbury’s short story The Pedestrian, the
protagonist is rousted by the cops because he’s found to be walking. Sociologist
Jean Baudrillard observed, “As soon as you start walking in Los Angeles you
are a threat to public order, like a dog wandering in the road.”
But this doesn’t have to be the future of walking, and trends suggest that
walking is entering a new phase in which increasing numbers of people are
choosing to walk for many of the reasons outlined above. At the beginning of
the twenty-first century, most countries have established extensive systems of
public parks, forests, and trails, and these demand exploration and the close
inspection that is only possible on foot. Government agencies and nonprofit
citizen groups continue their good work toward expansion of these places and
the opportunities they present to walkers. All parts of the world have great
cultural landscapes where people and the environment are intertwined in
distinctive, harmonious, enduring, and sustainable ways, and many of these
regions can be walked on safe, well-marked, and managed trails, served by
public transportation and local facilities and services. Many cities are working
hard and successfully to accommodate the needs of walkers through pedestrian malls, better sidewalks and lighting, and greenways to connect home,
work, and recreation. Citizens groups such as Feet First in Seattle, PEDS in
Atlanta, Philly Walks, Walk Austin, and Britain’s Ramblers and Reclaim the
Streets are helping lead the way, as well as the New Urbanists, a philosophical
school of planning that wants to place pedestrians at the center of an urban
renaissance. Private enterprise is playing an important role as well by providing walkers better shoes and clothing, lightweight equipment, guidebooks,
and a host of other commercial support services.
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This increasing suite of walking opportunities is responding to changes
in society. Obesity and related health issues are an epidemic in America and
other places, and walking is an antidote, an exercise that is accessible to nearly
everyone and universally recommended by the medical community. Parents
are worried about their children losing contact with nature—what Richard
Louv calls “nature deficit disorder”—and walking in parks and related areas
can reconnect people with the environment. Adults of all ages caught in frantic lifestyles are looking for ways to slow the pace of life and walking offers life
at a more human scale. Walking guru Colin Fletcher wrote that walking is the
yin to life’s more hectic yang, and we need to find a balance between the two.

Walking the Talk
Walking is simple; Geoff Nicholson writes that walking is analog in a digital
world. But it can also be profound. This essay began by interpreting its title
as a question: why walk? It can now be restated in declarative form: we
walk because it’s a celebration of our evolutionary heritage, it stimulates our
thinking, it’s a form of political expression, it contributes to conservation and
sustainability, it deepens our understanding and appreciation of the world, it
can be a means to explore spirituality, and it makes us healthier and happier
in the process. But in today’s world, walking is a choice we must consciously
make; it’s more conventional and easier (in some ways) to sit and ride. In an
especially appropriate turn of contemporary phrase, we must “walk the talk.”
By choosing to walk, we make a lifestyle choice, fulfill a commitment to
ourselves and to the environment, and make a political statement about what
we think is important.

Robert Manning, a contributing editor on the Appalachia Committee, is a professor
in the Rubenstein School of Environment and Natural Resources at the University
of Vermont, where he teaches the history, philosophy, and management of parks and
related areas.
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Outfit for an Excursion
On a backcountry journey, a daughter
notices signs of aging in her father
Annie Bellerose
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The following will be a good outfit for one who wishes to make an excursion
of twelve days into the Maine woods in July, with a companion . . . for the
same purposes that I did.
—Henry David Thoreau, The Maine Woods

W

e’re going on a trip, my dad and I. Five days in the
Adirondacks. We’ll set up a base camp and hike from there. We
haven’t been on a hike for more than just the day in a while; I’ve been in
college, then living out West, then working an outdoor education job with
80-hour weeks. But I’m heading off to graduate school in North Carolina in
the fall, and we felt we must carve out the time for a trip together before bugs
and people descend on the woods and I have to head south. We’ve taken a lot
of trips as a family, starting when I was very small, but my mother’s demanding job and bad knees have increasingly kept her from joining us. So these
trips have become something special for my dad and me. And it’s these trips,
starting all those years ago, that have taught me how wild places can make
you who you are and bring you closer to who you want to be, how going into
a wild place can be most like going home.
My journal, 1990:
Today is July 14. The drive was much to long (8 hours). We saw a red fox and a
mosse, which was in the middle of the road, but the mosse finally moved. When
we got there I trid to build a stone pot for birch bark, but it didn’t wrok. After
supper we went for a paddle. We herd bull frogs and loons. P.S. We saw 2
rabbits a few times.
My dad’s journal, July 14, 1990:
Have 160 pounds of gear.
Anne wakes with upset stomach. So excited.
Toilet paper. Second roll. (PC [Paula Casey Bellerose, Annie's mother] believes
you can never have too much.)
Gorp.
Ham patties & pancakes and oatmeal. Crackers and cheese.
What to take?
Annie Bellerose on Maine’s Allagash River in 1990.

GEORGE BELLEROSE
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What forgotten
Maps-study & study
Anne how long on road-hrs tick away
Wind south-north
Head north—weathered houses. Potato fields
Trips Blur
Top of earth feeling as come over rises
2 loons in front of campsite
Anne’s ululation echoes across the lake but goes unanswered
Two bullfrogs looking for mates boom back and forth across the pond

In 1990, my mother, father, and I head north from Vermont to Maine. We’re
retracing some of Thoreau’s travels in the Maine woods: climbing Katahdin,
up in the northern third of the state, and then heading even farther north to
the Allagash River, to paddle toward Canada. It’s my dad’s idea. At almost
8, I think of Thoreau as some bearded uncle. He seems not too far removed
from us despite the years; his trip to Katahdin was in 1846, and the Allagash
eleven years later.
At night, my dad reads aloud to us in the tent from Thoreau’s The Maine
Woods. My mother smushes mosquitoes against the nylon walls. And we write
in our journals. Mine is in a tiny red-covered spiral-bound book. I write big
but mostly along the lines. I stop writing the date after the first day. Maybe
I’m becoming immersed in what my dad calls wilderness time, where the day
doesn’t matter because you’re just out on the river again, and it feels like you
have been there forever and will be forever. My dad’s notebook is also spiralbound, a bit larger, and his long slanted script takes up pages. My notebook is
mostly a list of what animals we see. I’m fascinated by moose, and loons, deer,
fish. Like the appendices in The Maine Woods, where Thoreau includes lists
of what he’s seen: Quadrupeds, Plants Which Attained the Height of Trees,
List of Birds. My father’s notebook is a little more comprehensive. While I’m
watching rabbits, he’s watching everything, thinking about past trips, trips to
come, noticing how I’m imitating loon calls, how I fidget when I’m paddling.
	Now, twenty years later, I wish that I’d been paying attention to more
than just the animal count, and, occasionally, the weather. I wish I’d had
the foresight to write more down: what my dad said, what it felt like to be
snuggled between my parents each night in the tent, how we spread out the
map each morning to trace our route downriver. Because I’m thinking more
and more about my dad, and about what he’s taught me. He’s getting older,
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Annie Bellerose descends Mount Colden, 2008.

GEORGE BELLEROSE

65 this year, and he has cancer. Each time we settle ourselves into the canoe,
each time we stuff an apple and the newspaper into a backpack for a quick
Sunday hike, each time we pull out maps and figure out where to go next—
it feels more and more precious. It feels one step, one paddle stroke, closer to
the time where we won’t be able do this any more.
2008. My dad’s standing on top of the mountain where he wants his
ashes scattered. I’m slicing cheese and cucumber in the lee of a boulder. He’s
trying to button up his wool shirt as the wind whips it in his hands, snapping
it like a flag. He’s got on his old ski hat; it has marching antlered moose and
a pom-pom, and a big scalloped bite missing from the forehead from where
the dog had a snack. He gets his shirt buttoned and then puts on his fleece
vest and then his red rain jacket, which he tucks into his rain pants. His nose
is running.
“Dad,” I say, “come eat.” It’s just turned June, and we’re on Algonquin
Peak in New York’s Adirondacks. Thoreau never ventured into the High
Peaks, but at night in the tent, my dad reads about these mountains in
The Adirondack Reader. He’s always curious, always wants to learn about the
water or the woods he finds himself in.
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“Hold on,” he says, and crouches down to take a few quick photos of me
spreading out rye crackers and wedges of apple on the rock. When we’re not
in the woods, he’s a photojournalist, and even here, he’s draped in cameras,
old boxy Nikons filled with black-and-white film. We eat in companionable
silence, watching the cloud layer below us. Somewhere in the summit clouds
are the rest of the Adirondacks’ High Peaks—a whole range of folded dark
mountains, only faintly green down in the valleys, even in June, shirred with
the long rocky slides of old and new avalanche paths. We can’t see any of
it right now, unless we stand up and look behind our sheltering boulder
at Mount Marcy, the highest mountain in the state, barely breaking through
the floor of clouds. But it’s for the view that my dad wants his ashes to be
spread here, these layers upon layers of mountains, the vistas stretching
north to Canada on a clear day, and east to Vermont. My dad’s munching his
open-faced sandwich, gazing off into the fog, crumbs piling in the creases of
his jacket.
“Dad!” I say and brush them off. After we eat some chocolate, he puts his
hands behind his head and stretches out. My dad loves to nap on summits.
Today is no exception. The cameras on his chest rise and fall. I clean up, and
though at home I get irritated when he can’t seem to get his dirty dishes from
the sink to the dishwasher, here, it is a pleasure. I want so badly for him to
be happy, and I let him sleep in the clouds, and pack our lunch away, and eat
some more chocolate. I think about what it will be like to come back here
with a different purpose, with the idea of giving his body over to the wind
and letting it blow north to Canada, east to Vermont. It makes me shiver, and
I shove my dad, gently, wanting to wake him up.
“What,” he says. “I’m not sleeping.” He always says this.
My dad’s journal, July 16, 1990:
Anne is can stomper, bark beater, tent pole collector
Anne talks in her sleep Do you want me to keep paddling?
Outdoors expands time
Purpose is not to bring comforts of home
Wash clothes in front of your campsite—wade out in water
But mainly the canoe rides straight through the waves, sledgehammer
directness to it
Will this be a problem in Chase Rapids we’ll see—anxious but?
Glory of woods is its silence listening to crows, loons
People who come with their walkmans & radio can never hear nature
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Drive an old car but paddle a good canoe
Anne is wiggly worm in the tent. No telling where we will find her in the
morning or middle of the night.
My journal, July 15, 1990:
Today we saw 24 loons. We saw 8 loons all together! I saw buck deer in the
water. Another time we saw doe in woods. Mommy, Daddy and I went
thogh the lock dam and it was much to shollaw, sometimes we had to get
out and walk the boat.

	Our canoe is 18 feet, 3 inches long. It’s a deep green, the color of the spruce
and fir along the shore. It’s named the Big Greenie. The Big Greenie is like
a large inanimate animal to me: I sing to it, pat its sides from my seat in the
center of the boat, use the blade of my paddle to splash the bow when it’s my
turn to be up front.
“The boat needs a drink!” I say, gleefully. I am supremely comfortable in
the boat. I can stand to scout out the river ahead. I can nap leaned up against
the big orange dry bags of our gear. My mother and I can switch from the
cane seat in the bow to the middle spot in the center of the canoe while my
dad keeps propelling us downstream.
When it comes time for a portage, my mom and I carry all our gear.
Each big dry bag is made of waterproof material and has shoulder straps. I
lug the paddles, still wearing my lifejacket (if I wear it, it’s one less thing to
carry), and they clap together and slide around in my hands, taller than I am.
My lifejacket smells musty, like river water. I chew on the zipper. We have
to make a couple trips to collect all our gear—sleeping bags, the tent (also
green, but nameless), the stove, our food, extra clothes. Thoreau carried his
belongings in India-rubber knapsacks. He had no lifejacket but, among other
things, a full-size ax, a small pocket spyglass, and one blanket, best gray. My
dad carries the Big Greenie. Once the boat is pulled up on the shore, first he
puts his hands on the gunnels and rocks it back and forth. Then he rolls it up
to his knees, and then, with one big sweeping motion, he rolls the canoe up
and over his head, and settles the yoke on his shoulders. I think my dad is the
strongest person in the world.
2008. I watch where my dad puts his feet. I want him in front of me. Once,
this would have been because I needed to see where I should step. Now it’s
because I worry. Today it’s pouring, a heavy rain that started while the morning was still dark. We’re trying to hike Marcy, the mountain we could see
Summer/FALL 2013 77

Appalachia_SF2013_FINAL_5.8.indd 77

5/11/13 8:20 AM

The writer’s father, George Bellerose, paddling on the Allagash River, in 1990.

BELLEROSE

FAMILY

lifting above yesterday’s clouds. An early June rain in the High Peaks is cold,
a few degrees away from sleet.
	I’ve been working on my dad the last few days. “Try my poles, Dad, just
try them.” Finally, in the rain, he says yes to using my aluminum hiking poles,
one for each hand. That he even says yes surprises me. His balance isn’t always
great, especially with a heavy pack, and he’s noticed. “I’m not 30 anymore,” he
mourns. “Ha, I’m not even 40.” Once, I couldn’t keep up with him. Once, he
carried me. Now, I try to sneak the heaviest things into my pack, though if he
sees, he protests. He’s been in the woods decades longer than I have. He takes
long bush plane–accessed paddling trips in Canada. He heli-skis on the West
Coast. He’s the one who brought me here to begin with. And maybe that’s
why I feel this sense of responsibility, this terror of things shifting, the balance
of strength sliding, rolling, gaining momentum like a pebble on a rocky slab.
My father has given me this gift of the outdoors, of these trips together, and
now I want it to last for him, for us.
	I wouldn’t mind if I fell today, in this pummeling rain, already soaked
through all my layers. If I were with a friend instead of my dad, I wouldn’t
mind if my friend fell, either. I’d laugh, reach a hand down, pull him up. But
even the idea of my father falling shatters something inside me; I can’t bear it,
couldn’t laugh, would reach out my hand, and then hang on to his.
	I can’t protect him. After all, most of the year we’re apart, and he’s off on
his weekend day hikes and his 30-mile kayak races alone. I’m not there to
78 Appalachia

Appalachia_SF2013_FINAL_5.8.indd 78

5/11/13 8:20 AM

watch each footfall. But today I am, as if the intensity of my watching in these
moments can keep him safe all the time.
We keep sloshing along the trail, and we hear the roar before we see it: The
river exploding out of its channel, white and furious and loud. We can see the
trail on the other side of the water, curving into the wet woods.
“What do you think?” my dad asks.
We stare at the river. The rain comes down in sheets. I walk up the bank
one way, my dad the other, looking for a narrower span across the water, some
good rocks to jump from. There’s no way across. We turn back toward our
campsite, slowly, cold and soggy.
My journal, July 17, 1990:
Today we went thogeh Chase Raipids. It was very, very, very exciting. We saw a
moses in the river. We saw a loon with a fish in it’s mothe.
My dad’s journal, July 17 1990:
Wind begins to stir shortly after 4—that far away whoosh—like a subway that
never gets closer by 5:15 the tent begins to quiver and lap of waves on the shore
can now be heard
Anne’s plastic camel went through rapids very very pleased that Anne said rapids
were very very exciting not scary.
Simplify versus the comforts of home There is room for both but we know
which camp we are in
Always conflict hurry up & slow down. I like to see what’s around next bend.
Anne, Paula are much better at enjoying the present bend

	In the evening, my dad fires up our noisy gas stove and makes us hot
chocolate before bed. The wind rattles the high branches of the white pines,
and every time I hear the long, mournful wailing of a loon, I scoot closer to
my dad. The three of us play cards; my mom deals out the deck. Today we’ve
gone through the rapids, and I feel like a seasoned paddler. I wasn’t allowed to
paddle in any of the whitewater, but I’ve had the important job of bailing out
the water that slams over the sides of the boat. I can’t keep up with the waves
that crest and break and splash us, and sit in an inch of water in the bottom
of the boat. Still, I feel necessary to keeping us afloat. And, today, after the
rapids in the quiet of the hot July afternoon, my dad took just me out in the
boat so I could practice my strokes: the huge arc of a sweep that pushes the
water up like a snowplow, the direct pull of a draw, the J stroke that feathers
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out at the end like the letter. I can turn the Big Greenie in circles all by myself,
first one way, then the other.
“Reach out,” my dad says, “Then pull straight back. Don’t lean too far
forward.” I sit as tall as I can, pull straight back. Repeat, even though my arms
are tired.
“Nice work, tiger,” he says when I get a good stroke.
Tonight, when we get in our sleeping bags, my dad tells me a story about
Moose and Hippo. They’re a camping tradition, joining us for every trip
I can remember: to the Boundary Waters, to Yellowstone, to the Tetons.
This time Moose makes Hippo pancakes using an earthquake to break the
eggs and mix the batter, and a volcano to heat the pan. My dad falls asleep
before he’s finished the story and so does my mom, and I listen to the loons’
call and response, the rattling of the white pines, until I fall asleep, too.
2008. Tonight we take our stove and food down to the edge
of Lake Colden. The lake is long and narrow; the mountains rise like walls
on either side. The sky is a gray ribbon above us. We’re hungry; tonight we’re
having mac and cheese with tuna and broccoli.
“Dad, do you want to learn how my stove works?” I ask.
“Sure,” he says. I set up the pieces at the water’s edge.
“First you attach the bottle to the stove, and then you pump it 20 to 30
times to build up the pressure in the fuel line. Then you have to prime it.” I
show him how one quick twist of the fuel gauge floods clear gas into the little
cup below the burner.
“Look, here, you light it.” We watch the gas burn off until there’s a moment
where the flickering blue flame jumps upward and I open the gas valve again.
The stove whooshes into life.
“Mmm-hmm, mmm-hmm,” my dad has been saying at each step.
“Now,” I say, “it’s your turn. From the beginning.” I take apart the pieces
of the stove and watch as he puts it all back together.
“And then I prime it . . . and then I light it. . . .” The stove whooshes
familiarly. I’m thrilled. The lake laps at our feet. Dinner tastes good, and we
follow it with coffee and chocolate chip cookies. My dad loves chocolate chip
cookies.
The roles that were once my father’s are now mine. I cook breakfast and
dinner, and before that I shopped for them, and spread out all the food across
the living room floor, repackaging, labeling: dinner day 1, add two cups water
and sundried tomatoes to couscous, breakfast day 3, lunch day 5. I pack the
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Mountains rise like walls on either side of Lake Colden. The last destination of the 2008
trip, Mount Colden, waits on the horizon on the right. GEORGE BELLEROSE

special surprise chocolate bars. I know how much stove fuel we’ll need and
how to fix a dislocated shoulder or mend a tent rip. He’s the one straggling in
the morning now. I get up, pack my clothes for the day, start breakfast, and
sort out lunch. He meanders, leaves the tent unzipped, tracks in dead leaves,
loses one sock but finds his elbow brace, remembers to zip the tent, wanders
over in time for eggs and bagels, coffee. I’ve been wound tightly from years
leading trips and working in the backcountry, and from my own hiking and
climbing where dropping something means you’ll never see it again, lost in
deep snow or empty air. My dad, who once made breakfast while I bounced
around the tent, slows me down, reminds me that we’re on a trip, that a pine
marten just bounded through our campsite, and that wheels of morning light
spin on the lake. That we’re here together. Remember, wilderness time.
My dad has started cancer treatment. He’ll be OK. But he’ll always carry
those weakened cells in his body, that reminder that, after all, he’s merely
human. It’s one sliding step toward what happens to parents: They get old,
and then they get older, and they can do less, and less, and, eventually, they
die. What will happen for my father when he can longer go to the woods?
When his body, even more so than now, wavers, creaks, stumbles, falls?
My dad wrote in his Allagash journal, twenty years ago, about the conflict of
time, the hurry up and the slow down. I like to see what’s around the next
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bend, he wrote; Anne and Paula are better at enjoying the present bend. Since
then, I’ve become the one racing around the corners, wanting to see, needing
to know what’s coming next, wanting to be ready for it. And my father is the
one who reminds me to take a nap on the summit. “Cultivate leisure,” he’s
always saying.
	On the last full day of our trip, we climb Mount Colden and stand
battered by the wind on the clear summit, our first views of the trip. To the
north, we can see Canada. To the east, the summit of Marcy, a crow’s flight
away, and 30 miles beyond that, Vermont. We clamber up on a big boulder
for lunch, wearing all our layers. I slice an orange and hand my dad wedges.
The wind blows the juice off my fingers. The clouds are moving fast, blocking
out squares of shadow on the mountains below. Far, far down is the tiny
glinting sliver of the lake. My dad leans back, pulls his hat over his eyes.
“I’m not really sleeping, you know,” he says. “I’m enjoying. Don’t you want
to take a nap, too?”
	I lie back on the rock next to my dad. I close my eyes. I let the wind sing
past me.

Annie Bellerose, a native New Englander who has worked many seasons as a backcountry caretaker in Vermont and New Hampshire, holds a master of fine arts degree
in creative writing from the University of North Carolina at Wilmington. She spent
half of 2013 working in New Zealand.
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Tock
If your head feels naked the world too quiet
Without some something pulsing through earbuds
Or if for you the sweetest odors all
Suggest the term gourmet no matter how
Obliquely or a mile is felt not in
Gluteus maximus quadricep calf
But shows on your Smartphone or GPS
Or if it does register in the limbs
It also tweaks the little dial aglow
On your treadmill’s quantifying device—
If all of this applies I do not judge
But rather simply do not address you
As you would likely not have heard the lone
Tock of a pileated woodpecker
That signals dawn or even if you have
You gave no thought to how it stirs up thought
Of summer though the mist still rises from
Old ice and there are no gray frogs to laugh
Nor peepers yet to peep nor lyrical
Brooks in spate though that will come it always
Comes even if for now old snow shows still
In shade among the aromatic spills
From pines and I catch its own humid rich
Bouquet which blends with countless other smells
Ineffable in their variety
And yet somehow specific being ones
I’ve scented all these years so long so long
That they recall the many moments of
This life that held some sorrow or dismay
But prompt my gladness too at what’s reborn
With every single same old brand new day.
Sydney Lea

Sydney Lea, the poet laureate of Vermont, has published eleven collections. He lives
in Newbury, Vermont.
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Log-Driving, Maine Style
Tracking a lost practice in the Debsconeag watershed
Bill Geller
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O

n a cool, low-cloud, misty gr ay day in late May 1987,
Bob Kimber and I stood in the pines above the beach overlooking
the Debsconeag Deadwater of the West Branch of the Penobscot River. No
modern-day logging was apparent as we looked west. Actually, modernday logging was nearly absent on our first trip through the Debsconeag
lakes watershed to Nahmakanta Lake, down Nahmakanta Stream, to
Pemadumcook Lake. The vision was in stark contrast to what we had
experienced in Maine’s Chamberlain, Caucomgomoc, and Allagash lakes
area the year before.
Trampers and canoeists are attracted to the Debsconeag and Nahmakanta
area by the lure of its environmental and natural attributes. The cultural
history as revealed by clues in the woods can add another exciting dimension
to a journey whether one is hiking the Appalachian Trail or the new Maine
Bureau of Public Lands’ trails, or following the canoe route of the AMC River
Guide: Maine (2008). Logs once floated on the canoeist’s route. The logger’s
tote road system provides both the portage and hiker’s path.
Twenty years and twelve canoe trips later, in 2007, Bob Pederson and I
took the time to solve the puzzle of the logger’s rock cribs deep in the shallow
inlet of First Debsconeag Lake. Had they been part of a dam structure
flooding a garage-size boulder blocking the potential log flow from Second
Debsconeag Lake? How logs got through this spot and the Debsconeag lakes
into the West Branch for its famous log drives is partly answered by clues in
the woods.
The Debsconeag watershed is one of a few large Maine land tracts where
logging was once a function of ax, animal power, and water, and where
the land has since remained untouched. The area has been preserved with
timely purchases by the Maine Bureau of Public Lands (in 1990) and the
Nature Conservancy (in 2003). The watershed starts in the hills between
Nahmakanta and Rainbow lakes and runs twelve miles through seven lakes
to the Debsconeag Deadwater on the West Branch.
	Several factors contributed to no mechanized logging moving into the
area. A 1924 forest fire burned the area from Eighth Debsconeag Lake down to
and around the north and west sides of Third Debsconeag Lake. A proposed
Bangor and Aroostook Railroad line (ca. 1900) from Brownville north to the

The Debsconeag watershed is one of a few large Maine land tracts where logging was
once a function of ax, animal power, and water, and where the land has since remained
untouched. At left, the outlet at Nahmakanta Lake. BILL GELLER
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east side of Nahmakanta Lake and on to the Allagash River and Saint Frances
did not attract underwriters. West Branch bridges, built at low water level,
washed out each successive spring until the 1953 Abol Bridge was constructed.
The canoeist uses a logging road to drive westerly into the Debsconeag
Deadwater. In the woods between the large beach and the boat launch lie
rusted metal scraps and other remains of the logging and sport camps that
dotted this location by the mid-1880s. Logs floated by here from 1830 to 1970.
People used the river to reach this spot until the road was cut in about 1943.
Across the deadwater, the riverbank immediately downstream of the
mouth of the thoroughfare to First Debsconeag Lake appears to be artificially
built up with rock, much like a dike—in loggers’ terms, a side dam. Many
trees grow here; a bog has formed behind the riverbank. This may have been
part of the abutment work done in this area from 1903 to 1904.
At its west end, First Lake narrows to the shallow, rock-cleared inlet stream
from Second Debsconeag Lake. The remaining large rocks have sharp edges
that suggest dynamite blasting, first used in 1879 to clear streams. The stream
is so shallow that a canoe can barely pass in the summer months. The eroded
side banks reveal a deeper water level that would ensure the passage of logs.
Deep in the outlet are rock cribs that are at the end of an overgrown
excavated 200-foot channel extending upstream, but away from it on its south
side. Beyond the cut are two lines of tall trees between which are smaller trees
growing in the parallel running mounds of decaying logs with spikes. These

It takes imagination to see the log landing and staging that once took place on the shore
of Omaha Beach, on the Debsconeag Deadwater. BILL GELLER
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mounds, which define a direct route to the old dam at Second Lake, are the
remains of a sluice used between 1912 and at least 1924. When it was time to
sluice the logs, a dam gate was opened so water and logs could pass through.
Whether there was a sluice before 1912 is unknown.
The carry trail to Second Lake is a 15-foot-wide straight swath with no
rocks removed. The soils have been washed away, leaving deep gaps between
them. This is the logger’s tote road described in Lucius Lee Hubbard’s 1893
Guide to Moosehead Lake and Northern Maine. Old tote roads looked like the
gnarly surface of the portage path. They were used in winter, so snow and ice
created a smooth surface. At about the midpoint, the trail crosses a wet area
crisscrossed with the remains of decaying logs, the remains of the old corduroy that was used to span wet areas. A corduroy road was a bridge built right
on the wet surface. Beyond the point where the portage trail leaves the tote
road is an avenue of small trees outlined by larger ones. Tote roads tended
to run straight, which enabled oxen and horses to haul tree-length logs. The
roads were also perpendicular to the contour so that logs and sleds would not
slip sideways.
At Second Lake, 150 yards into the outlet’s rocks is the old dam with the
sluice opening on the right. Here the crib logs are still visible under the water
and in the side banks. Old dams are often downstream from the current open
body of water. The terrain near the dam is relatively flat with the 200-footlong and perhaps 4-foot-high dam built between almost imperceptible
high points.
Logs came into Second Lake from three sources. The extensive sand bar and
delta at the current campsite, at the mouth of the stream from Big Minister
Pond, is an indication that logs came downstream. A fisherman’s path moves
up along the stream and passes through areas where water once overflowed
the banks and took much of the soil, leaving the exposed rocks now covered
by moss and similar size trees, a result of the channel being clear-cut before
the drive. Current spring runoff doesn’t typically reach these sections. This is
another indicator of water released by a dam in support of driving logs. Deep
in the outlet of the pond are old ax-cut logs. No sign of a dam exists, but the
narrow outlet might have supported a “horse dam,” one that was created by
dragging a couple of large logs across an outlet and placing debris against
them to further block the flow of water. Such dams were blown open for
the spring drive.
The west end of the lake is likewise sandy partly for the same reason. Here
logs came in from Big Beaver Pond (around 1912), where the obvious dam
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evidence is a huge cut log at the outlet. The no-name pond high on the hillside south-southwest of Big Beaver also had a dam and a logging camp at its
outlet, as evidenced by tools left behind, new trees growing up through old
barrel hoops, and the outline of two buildings on the ground. Now the outlet
stream is an invisible thread under rocks covered by a single blanket of moss
hiding every hole.
	On the lake’s south side just west of the portage, the water is deep and the
rocks are sharp, unlike others nearby. The end of the old sluice from Third
Debsconeag Lake was in this area. About the midpoint on the portage is an
overgrown gravel pit, and next to it are the decaying remains of a rock crib
dam still holding back some water. The Third Lake dam lies well below the
outlet of the lake, but was built high enough to raise the lake’s water level. The
small sharp rocks at the current stream opening into the lake suggest blasting
and contrast with those at the lake’s edge.
The area on both sides of the water between Second and Third lakes has
old logging equipment pieces, downed telephone lines, and insulators wired
to larger trees. This area was the site of a logging camp about 1910. A tote
road came to it from Pemadumcook via the southeast side of Third Lake and
continued on to Big Beaver. The upper section of this old tote road is part of
the area’s ski machine trail system.
The shore of Third Lake reveals other logging activity. Boom logs with
holes drilled in both ends are trapped in the rocks near the shore. At two
different spots on the south shore of the southwest finger are the remains of
wooden boats, perhaps used in booming work. The remains of a 1909 logging
camp are on the opposite shore.
	In the lake’s southeast corner, the portage to Pemadumcook is a treeshaded tote road that was originally a section of an American Indian canoe
route running from eastern Maine through the Penobscot watershed to the
Kennebec watershed. Old rock work used to shore up the side banks of the
road is still visible. By the 1840s, this was the loggers’ supply route from Bangor
to Brownville to the Jo-Mary Lakes and the Nahmakanta area. In 1910, Great
Northern Paper Company built a depot camp at the Pemadumcook Lake
end. As late as the 1950s, logs were hauled over this road.
The portage route to Fourth Debsconeag Lake, at the head of the southwest finger, rises through rocky 1924 burned land and passes a balanced rock.
Further along is a large spring flowing from under a shed-size boulder. From
the spring to the lake, the road is visible with its gnarly floor bordered by large
trees. The portage trail is another section of the American Indian canoe route
turned loggers’ tote road.
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The Fourth Lake outlet has an overgrown barrow pit at the south corner
and near it are remnants of a phone line that is now an abandoned ski
machine trail to Pemadumcook. The outlet has a collection of old logs. Below
the outlet is a small gorge cleared of blockages to ensure the flow of logs.
These are the suggestions of the dam that was here before the beginning of
the twentieth century.
From Fourth Lake, the portage trail, which uses the old road to Pleasant
Point Camps, leaves the north edge near the southwest end, rises over the
height of land and goes right at the “Y” to Nahmakanta Lake outlet where a
few crib logs are visible. The dam was once 917 feet long (ca. 1840–1935). The
original American Indian route left the west end of Fourth Lake and rose up
the hillside, joining the current roadway near the Debsconeag Loop trailhead
parking lot.
The Debsconeag Loop Trail, maintained by the Maine Bureau of Public
Lands, makes it possible to traverse the upper portion of the watershed. The
trail leaves Fourth Lake, paralleling the stream to Fifth Debsconeag Lake.
The area through which the trail passes is a good example of what remains
after driving logs. At Fifth Lake’s rock crib dam, which is downstream from
the main body of the lake, the trail follows the top of the side dam and continues on to Stink Pond. At about the midpoint on the hillside below the
pond, the trail branches away from the stream. Across the stream, a series of
old pails leads 150 feet up the right bank to a pile of sled runners next to a root
cellar of an old logging camp that was destroyed by the 1924 forest fire. No
other evidence remains to suggest a sluice was once located on this hillside.
The landscape changes noticeably at Stink Pond. Below the pond is a hardwood forest. Above the pond, poplars and conifers grow around the exposed
granite and, with the exception of the next valley, reflect the nature of the
land along the trail until just before Gould Pond outlet stream. The old tote
roads that lined the area from the late 1800s to 1924 are no longer detectable.
The forest is the natural untouched rejuvenation of nearly 90 years.
The trail passes above the outlet of Eighth Debsconeag Lake, the beginning
of the watershed. The downstream area between here and the stream from
Sixth Lake is terrace-like with beaver activity on each terrace. Some of the
terraces are connected by long sloping granite shelves. Three of the terraces,
including the one on which Eighth Lake rests, have a natural granite opening
that could easily be blocked with a horse dam. The outlets have mounded
soil, rocks, and ax-cut logs.
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	Once over the height of land northwest of Eighth Lake, the trail uses
the old trail to Stratton Pond (old ax and yellow blazes) to its junction with
Gould Pond Tote Road (ca. 1880), which the trail follows to Nahmakanta. At
the lake, the trail follows the old loggers’ and sport camps’ phone line (wide
faint blue blazes, wire, and insulators) down the east shore of Nahmakanta to
the old fisherman’s path (ca. 1890; old ax and yellow blazes), which the trail
follows to reach Sixth Lake and a new trail back to Fifth Lake. The phone line
linked Nahmakanta Lake camps to Pleasant Point Camps to White House
Camps to Ambajejus Camps to Millinocket. Parts of the phone line were still
in use in 1968.
At the northeast corner of Nahmakanta, the hiker can also take the trail
that leads to the Appalachian Trail at Pollywog Stream Bridge and travel south
to the Nahmakanta Dam. The original 1934 AT route used the late 1800s tote
roads except for the short distance between Wadleigh and Prentiss valleys.
The trail was relocated in 1981. One hundred yards before crossing Rainbow
Stream, the trail passes over the first tote road from Nahmakanta to Rainbow
Lake (ca. 1870). At Pollywog Stream Bridge, a grassy old road, the Bean Brook
Tote Road, continues upstream and passes the graves of two river drivers,
marked by two crude unscribed stones where the old AT departed right on
the Rainbow Lake Tote Road.
Where the AT moves away from Pollywog Gorge near Crescent Pond,
there is a natural cut in the gorge cliff. Perhaps this was the location of one
of seven sluices in the gorge in the 1920s or the loggers’ entry point into the
middle of the gorge. Near the Wadleigh Valley shelter, the AT follows an
old logging road, the Wadleigh Valley Tote Road (which dates to the 1870s).
Once over the ridge and in Prentiss Valley, the trail follows the Prentiss Valley
Tote Road (ca. 1870). Where the AT passes around the southeast corner
of Nahmakanta Lake, softwoods grow on what looks like a crumbling
rock barrier separating the lake from a swampy area. Nahmakanta had two
side dams, and this might have been the site of one of them. Between this
point and the dam, the AT is on the Prentiss Valley Tote Road. On the
downhill side of the trail are metal remains, vestiges of old logging camps,
the last one from 1960 to 1961 when the logs cut here were hauled by truck
to Pemadumcook.
The opportunities to explore and reconstruct the area’s historical activity
were nearly lost. The 1953 Abol Bridge provided consistent easterly access by
mechanized logging south into the hills above First and Second lakes. Loggers
were within 100 yards of Big Minister Pond by 1990. In 2001, the grind of a
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logging operation north of Big Minister was unmistakable. By 2003, loggers
had reached Little Minister Pond, leaving a thin veil of woods at its north
edge, and in places cut to the edge of the trail to Big Minister from Second
Lake. By 2005, the loggers had stopped on the ridge above Second Lake.
The cuts are invisible from the lake, but visible from the cliffs overlooking
Fourth Lake.
Another encroachment came from the west at the head of Nahmakanta
Lake, where loggers pushed down the east side of Nahmakanta Stream in the
1970s. They also moved northwest from the road to Fourth Lake onto the
south and west side of the hill south of Fifth and Sixth lakes.
	In 1993, the new bridge over the West Branch above Ambajejus Falls
supported a road extending to the southern end of Third Lake and along the
west side of the ridge east of Nahmakanta Stream. The new road breached
the portage trail from Third Lake to Pemadumcook at the height of land in
1996. Echoing across Third Lake in 1997 was the noise of logging machinery.
The 1990 Nahmakanta Public Lands purchase by the state of Maine prevented
the loggers from reaching further and preserved the Nahmakanta and
Fourth Lake corner.
Another road from the 1993 bridge extended into the area south of and
between First and Third lakes. In 1992, timber cruiser markings appeared at
two points along the portage from First Lake to Second Lake. By 1995, the
new road was visible at the far end of the Third Bog off the southeast end of
Second Lake, as well as flagging for a road that crossed the portage between
Second and Third Lake. By 1999, logging touched the south edge of the
portage from First Lake to Second Lake. In 2001, the tape was gone between
Second and Third lakes.
For the curious observers, the artifacts of logging in this area will
remain relatively undisturbed and continue to offer tantalizing puzzles for
contemplation. I am grateful for those who had the foresight and perseverance
to advocate for the area’s preservation, to those individuals and organizations
private and public that raised and gave the funds to ensure the preservation
of a Maine treasure, and to the Maine Bureau of Public Lands and the Nature
Conservancy for their stewardship. The dread of what I would find in each
successive year’s trip has subsided.

Bill Geller is the retired vice president for administration at the University of
Maine at Farmington.
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The Time of the Builders
An ode to the carpenters of the Madison Spring Hut
Bethany Taylor

92 Appalachia

Appalachia_SF2013_FINAL_5.8.indd 92

5/11/13 8:20 AM

Since 1888, some sort of shelter has sat in the col between Mounts Madison and
John Quincy Adams, just below the lip of land that holds Star Lake. Stone and
timber huts have risen and fallen numerous times in this place, the footprint of
the settled ground changing slightly every few generations. There is something in
the air and light of the col that does not seem to change, regardless of the various
human-made angles the wind whistles across.

B

etween September 2010 and June 2011, Madison Spring Hut
was torn down to its foundation stones and rebuilt. A hiker returning
in early summer 2011 would be surprised to find the new shape and new
yellow wood in place. These hills put time in an almost geologic perspective—
this change happened in the seeming blink of the mountain’s eye. If I didn’t
know better, thoughts of magic might take the place of the labor that built
this place. But I do know better.
For the duration of this project, I cooked for the many men and few
women who rebuilt Madison Spring Hut. In July 2011, some friends and I
hiked up to see how the new hut was faring in its inaugural summer. For
many people I know from these mountains, Madison hut is a totemic place,
and some of these friends of mine needed to see it—touch the touchstones,
as it were—before they could stomach something bright and new in place of
the crumbling old structure they so loved.
Five of us hiked that day—three to be introduced to the new hut; my
friend Steve, who worked as a carpenter on the hut; and me. As we left, Steve
spotted a small plaque nailed to the wall by the new entry—an entryway he
had framed and shingled. The plaque announces that the stone patio outside
was built by the generosity of someone. “No,” Steve half-joked, “that patio
was built by six angry men.”
	No plaque truly tells of the labor that built these walls. I think of the days
when rain and hail fell sideways and these friends of mine balanced on the
roof and shingled the building by hand. They shingled with gloved-hands
and hammer blows. The cold broke the air compressor that could have fed
nail guns. I try to measure out my own days with coffee spoons and pounds

Tucked in the col between Mounts Madison and John Quincy Adams in New Hampshire’s White Mountains, some sort of shelter has protected hikers for 125 years. Three years
ago, carpenters rebuilt the hut from the foundation up. It reopened in June 2011.
BETHANY TAYLOR
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of butter and flour and bacon, and I am unable to quantify my own labors.
The pounds of nails, the gallons of gasoline and propane, the weight of wood
and stone and of the steel I-beam that is the new hut’s spine, the dark length
of the days when the sun set behind the little mountain just after lunch. The
fear that newly poured concrete would crack and freeze overnight, ruining
days of work. The days we pulled on damp clothes while snow drifted into
the bunkrooms. The sleepless nights listening to the snores inside and the
wind wailing like a banshee and slamming loose boards against the stones
outside. The buckets of snow harvested and melted for water to drink and
cook with when the water lines froze. The spring day when we ate lunch
as thunder, lightning, and a snowstorm pushed past the new windows. The
heaviness of waiting for the helicopter to bring more supplies. The effort of
laying new wood out until the alpine zone looked like a lumberyard. The
constant burning of debris outside. The south winds that blew down the
chimney, filling kitchen and bunkroom with smoke until we could not see
and sought cold refuge in the darkness of the new building. The rainy days
with smoke and fog and noise until this place I love resembled apocalyptic
hell. The barrel stove burning red hot and chugging like a train or a rocket.
The clean yellow bones of the new walls and rafters, rising like the ribs and
keel of a ship off the stones of the foundation. The sweetness of hearing, from
your bunk, an earlier riser lighting the woodstove. The clear mornings when
the fog rose up from the dark valleys and the summits were already pinked
with sunrise, when it looked like paradise to me.
These are only my recollections of the ragged splendor of this latest
rendition of labor. To think of the depth of effort, the volume of energy that
has been expended over the years for the building of this place—there are no
simple plaques to mention these things. Who could blame a man for being
even mockingly angry that his efforts go unmarked?
Madison was built, as all things are, by human, not angelic, hands. I
would hate to pretend otherwise and ignore the effort, ignore the humanity
that drew up the hut and crafted a shelter in these mountains. I believe that
these men and women deserve attention for their labors. In place of a plaque,
I give them these words.
I cooked three meals a day and kept the living space clean while the new hut was
built outside the door. I spent my days in half the stone building, making soup,
and baking bread. By being separate, inhabiting this sphere that keeps watch from
within the old walls rather than builds the new, I had almost enough distance to
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see the scope of what we do and why. Or to begin to do so. Or perhaps I had the
only body and brain not exhausted by the very labors I have the leisure to find
beautiful. Or perhaps, being separate, I was the only one who needs to break the
silence of the ghosts.

The rebuild began in late summer. There is a golden key of light that comes
in September—this brilliance of sunlight infuses these men, bounces off their
shirtless backs and rounded arms as they labor up on the roof, along the walls.
From where I stand, I cannot see their faces. All I know is the forms of their
bodies—gold-lit and silhouetted—along the ridgepole of an old building,
with the clear blue sky and rocky gray scree of a mountain behind them. The
light is clear, the shadows distinct, and a photograph would be unable to
distinguish between these men and the ones who have labored here before
and the ones who will come after. The interplay of light and shadow and the
truth of nonlinear time that comes alive in that glorious contrast—this makes
these men beautiful beyond themselves.
All I love about Madison collides in that day. I think of golden shadows,
blue skies, and the angular shapes of men, arching and curving with an
unwitting grace, as they break the hut down to its bones. In silhouette, from
a distance where I cannot hear their familiar voices, they seem to step in and
out of time with every other man who has labored on the buildings of this
place. As the boards start to fall from the frame of the building, the solid
walls and right angles of the building bend and curve with the same fluidity
as men’s bodies.
The larger history that they join with every hammer blow is as much a
part of the beauty as the shape of a strong arm, wielding a pry bar in sunlight.
Nothing other than this work in this place, the collapse of time in a place
thick with beauty, could lend them this particular grace.
Palimpsest means drafts of older writings on the page of the new—a place
where the past shows through and becomes legible with the present. I wish
the word were easier, more intuitive. The feeling is the easiest thing I know—
I can see, for a moment, time pooling up. To me, when everything seems lit
from within and without, this is ecstasy.
	Soon, there is nothing left of the old wooden building. The walls
ripped down to the floorboards, and the floorboards pried up, leaving only
the stones.
The men pile the jumbles and angles of the wooden debris in the yard.
Destruction is not clean—a chunk of the end gable lies roughly against the
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window frame of the western wall and shards of plywood from the attic walls.
Largely, though, what was so iconic and totemic becomes unknowable in
the randomness of how the pieces were hacked apart, thrown from the roof,
the walls.
	I have a small clutch of memories of the old Madison Hut. I know many
who dearly loved what seemed to be contained, identified, by these walls,
held by this roof, these windows and doors. I think of how great poetry uses
words to summon an understanding beyond words. We loved the corners and
walls of Madison for a similar reason—the building caught some of whatever
vital, unsayable thing it is we seek in these mountains. We loved the place for
the echoes of that, all those variations of light and words and memory, each
as unique and universal as the next, held within its walls.
When those same walls lie broken in the yard, I am not sad. I had
thought that I would be. But as the wood, soaked with the rains and snows of
70 years, begins to smolder and burn from the fire pits in the yard, the smoke
seems alive with the stories, the thought of how many memories of how many
people have for this one place. When the smoke clears, when the wind blows
hard across the col, this sense remains although the walls do not.
	Our mistake was in thinking we loved the place, rather than whatever
invisible thing—light or ghosts or memory—that dances within and without
the structure itself. All this time, we thought the walls held that in, when the
walls only held us long enough to see that which is everywhere and always
was. I think of this when the new walls are framed and the landscape is sliced
into squares, visible through rafters and studs and doorframes, like a frame
around a painting. And someone built the frame, crafted the wood to draw
attention to this painting, this landscape, to here.
We could well be surrounded by the ghosts of the other men who have
raised the walls on this patch of land, the released ghosts and particles of
memories and light formerly trapped in the old walls. I believe that we are.
Perhaps you will accuse me of being a Romantic, of romanticizing labor and
hard work and knitting a magical ghostly love story to cover the hardness of
this all. Such accusations stand. I am a Romantic. I believe that the world
warrants such passions, such terms, that the past deserves to be seen as ghosts,
even as we—the living and the ghosts—labor in this space for whatever shall
come next to here.
We stacked the wood that was salvaged from the destruction against the
kitchen wall. I feed the woodstove constantly, keeping the kitchen warm. This
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stove was a refitted 50-gallon drum and looks as it if was found in the bottom of an ocean liner or a hobo camp. We dried clothes over the stove, huddled around it at and after meals. When the rains came and the temperature
dropped, the hut felt as isolated as a ship bobbing across the ocean. One day
in October I watched from the windows as two of the carpenters, a man and
a woman, ripped down the last shingles of the old entryway. When I read the
history of Madison Spring Hut, I learned of a stormy night when people too
young to make such a decision huddled in that entry, choosing whether to
go and rescue a man lost in the storm or no. As I watched those last shingles
come down, that story filled the air before me. I thought of the man who
died in that storm, and the ache it must have left on those who stood beneath
that roof that is going, going, gone. I also know people who have held each
other close and kissed in that same space. I like to think of those reckless
joys and fulfilled desires being released alongside the ponderous grief of the
stormy night.
Later, when I fed the fire with stacks of old shingles, in the pop and hiss of
the flames, I wondered what other stories are being set free, what other secrets
these walls have held. The air in my kitchen filled with the scent of burning
cedar, and the room felt crowded with ghosts. I would have it no other way.
We burn the history to survive the present to build the future. I thought
of this each time I fed old wood to the barrel stove. To know that we are not
the end, that all those memories of men and women to whom we are braided
do not end with our own lives is something great. I hunger for ghosts and
always have, as if to know the past ensures my present. What I have given
little thought to is the future. I begin to understand that we are the ghosts and
the living and the unborn, all mottled together in and beyond these totemic
spaces. In 70 years, the men and women on the roof, ripping down what is
built in September sun and November snow, will mimic the beautiful bodies
before my eyes. And so, the present must mimic the future as much as it does
the past. And this is not mimicry but re-creation. These labors are real, every
time. For the ghosts may be here now as wisps and thoughts and hints on the
wind, but once they were as mud-bound and mortal and wise and fallible and
slouching toward greatness and all that we all are, all that we may be.
When I have thought before that time is fluid, I have only ever pictured a
river, flowing one direction. At moments like this, in labors such as these, in
places such as these, time swirls and pools around our boots until it ceases to
matter at all.

Summer/FALL 2013 97

Appalachia_SF2013_FINAL_5.8.indd 97

5/11/13 8:20 AM

We worked through November and began again in March. By
May, the carapace of the new building was completed and the interior walls
and ceilings and bunks and shelves and stairs and wires and drawers and
doors were being built. From wood and stone came a living thing—the studs
as bones, the ridgepole a spine. The builders filled it with pipes and wires,
conduits of water and fire and blood, as if breathing life into a beast. The
newness, the rawness of the space, was overpowering. The air smelled of new
wood and finish, and the snow that wrapped around the hut like a cocoon
began to melt. This time, our time of destruction and creation, when past and
future swam past each other in the air, is drawing to a close as summer comes
on and the building becomes more and more solid. The present eclipses
imaginings and ghosts.

These are only my recollections of the ragged splendor of
this latest rendition of labor. To think of the depth of effort,
the volume of energy that has been expended over the years
for the buildings of this place—there are no simple plaques
to mention these things.
	One late spring evening, I had light to hike by after dinner. I left the
men—all men at this point; the five women who worked on the project had
come and gone—and hiked the four nearest crags to the west. To be in the
alpine zone at sunset, at the top of the world with solid stone underfoot, a
riotous pink and purple sky overhead, and a dark blue-green valley spreading
out below—I love nothing else as I love those moments. To be out in the light
and landscape that is held in the frame of the building—these are times of
peace and ecstasy. This night was all that I could have hoped for as a farewell
as I prepared to no longer live daily in this place.
	I lingered in the dying light and felt my way down the last bit of trail in
the falling darkness. We were building big bonfires by this time, burning new
wood scraps to erase the construction debris before the hut opened in June.
That night, the men had built a larger than usual fire, and I found my way
through the darkness by going toward its light and the sound of laughter
bouncing off the odd angles of the mountain stones.
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The guys had been on the cusp of coming to look for me, but when
I came to the fire—glowing from the hike—they picked their drinks back up
and settled back in to the fire. They had been drinking and smoking since I
left, and I had arrived from my high hills at a carnival. Someone handed me a
beer, and I too settled in to the fire and the glee at being there. A small rocket
was built to put into the bonfire. We had a BB gun and took turns shooting
at the rocket, trying to launch it from the fire. When the rocket blasted off, it
twisted and arced, almost crashing into the corner of the new hut.
Tell me this was rankly irresponsible behavior and I will agree, but to
treat this newly created building as our toy felt sweetly, correctly deviant. The
months of labor had created a friendly familiarity with the place and its ghosts.
This relationship goes unmarked, unnoticed, and largely uncelebrated. In a
few days, the hut croo would arrive, flush with blissful pride at being the first
to make a home in the new hut. Daily, then, from June to September, hikers
would arrive, filling the new space with their breath, letting their stories soak
into the new walls. This is all the swirling eddies of stories and ghosts and
light that make the place, this is the endless dance. But for now, for this
time, the place belongs to the builders, these builders, of this iteration of the
timeless.
Part of the beauty of this place is its plurality. It holds everything between
spiritual ecstasy and raucous joy, all mottled together as we are with the ghosts
and the shadows, each moment and each player in the place at once distinct
and indistinguishable, gorgeously unique and universal. I am sure they who
are my ghosts laughed and did strange and mischievous things when they
lived and built here. I am equally sure that they had quiet moments where
the sacred beauty of these mountains overcame their weariness. It would be
unconscionable if either were not true. That the now ghosts did, that we do
now, that others will soon—this is the promise of the sunlit silhouettes upon
the roof, tearing down and rebuilding the walls to frame this place, this light,
this beauty.

Bethany Taylor was a winner of the Waterman Fund’s 2011 essay contest,
which Appalachia co-sponsors. She is a New Hampshire native who earned her master’s degree in environmental studies with a focus on writing from the University
of Montana.
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Through the Door
A piece of the old Madison hut lives on in a cabin
Bethann Weick
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A

t the end of the day, I walk through the woods. It is a
simple trail, leading through a mix of birch, beech, maple, oak, and
cherry. Some softwoods, too. In the summer, it is shaded, but the trail is
dry. In the fall, a kaleidoscope of colors hides the well-trod path; the smell of
moist duff is prominent. In the winter, ice and snow wrap the few rocks and
blanket the ground; little wind disturbs the evenness of the powder. Come
spring, the wet spots are mucky, mushrooms abundant, and the dry spots
few. This path is well known to me, and so it feels comfortable, reliable. It is
a friend, in the way a favorite tree is also a comrade or a quiet dell feels akin
to a companion. This walk brings me home.
The cabin is cozy, settled into a landscape that was once home to loggers
and farmers, and Abenakis before them. The history extends behind me, told
by old cellar holes and chipped granite, pottery shards, and the remaining
wall of the old sawmill. Now, I am writing my own history, another link in
this chain of people on the land.
The structure is simple—one room with a loft above—but it is home. It
was built as summer turned to fall and concluded as fall turned to winter. It is
beautiful with the effort put into it; personalized by the skills learned through
the work itself.
There is one door, on the eastern wall. It bears the signs of much weathering.
To enter, I grasp the handle that has been grasped by so many before. An
Appalachian Mountain Club sticker sits in the bottom windowpane. If you
look closely, a nail lingers in one corner. It is nondescript, eliciting a reaction
from none but those who know. It’s bent, perhaps from being reused, perhaps
from carelessness in affixing it—I no longer recall the reason. Whichever it is,
this nail once held taut a thread of fishing line. The nail held one end of the
tensioning system in a more-fun-than-successful alarm system concocted by
enthusiastic hut croo in the raiding tradition of the White Mountains’ high
huts. This door, you see, was once the entrance to Madison Spring Hut.
The cabin whose threshold it now guards, however, is situated much lower
in elevation, in the foothills of the Whites, beside the South Branch of the
Baker River. This has become my home. The door has followed me down to a
life in the valley. We now are settled in the hills whose harshness is habitable,
unlike the imperious, weather-strafed, and desolate col in which we both
once resided.
Bethann Weick didn’t need a door for her new cabin, but her heart ached for the one
she’d pushed open so many times. JERRY AND MARCY MONKMAN
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Each time I walk the woodland path and let myself in the tiny house, I
recall another trail and another home: packboard on my back, boxes piled
above my head, legs straining to reach and balance over each rock step; an
alpine wind pushing me on. The Valley Way, too, had its seasonal characteristics and defining steps. It, too, led to a cabin, cozy in that it kept out the elements, providing shelter, food, warmth, and friendships. It, too, was entered
through the same heavy, AMC-stickered door.
As the rebuilding of Madison began, I lucked into ownership of the door
as it was auctioned off. The reunion of the OH Association (once called the
Old Hutmen’s Association) that autumn of 2010 centered on the Madison
effort. To assist in fundraising for the rebuild, the association auctioned off
many of the Madison dining room benches, bunk ladders, and a few other
items of nostalgia—including the hut’s front door itself. My heart ached
to keep with me a piece of this hut; the possibility threatened tears and an
uncontrollable grin, simultaneously. Still, at the time, I didn’t need a door.
In fact, I distinctly remember not wanting a door. But I did want a home.
And, as the threshold to so many memories and sentiments connected with
the Whites, this door connoted a sense of belonging. It cued a wellspring of
emotion and allegiance to a grand and powerful landscape. Even without
four walls to support it, this door represented a home more than any house I
yet had.
	Of course, I reasoned, any item would go for far more money than I could
offer, and besides, where would I go with it? At the time, I was working at an
educational farm and living in a silo. Nevertheless, I was in disbelief when,
for a mere $25, I carried away the Madison hut’s old front door. I returned
the next morning to the farm, where we were building a greenhouse out of
recycled doors and windows. The Madison door became our western entrance
to the building. It was with remarkable generosity and understanding that,
when I left the farm, this beloved entranceway was returned to me. And so I
carried the door, my home without a house, along the woodland trail, to the
clearing in which we were building our cabin.
	Now that our home has a door, and the door has a house, I can reflect on
the continuity and the passion represented by this Madison entry.
	I’ve worked on hut croos through five full-service seasons, including
hutmastering at Madison Spring Hut in summer 2006, plus another four
seasons caretaking in the shoulder seasons and in backcountry shelters.
Working across the ranges of the Whites, my tenure as a croo member
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profoundly affected the perspective through which I’ve continued to view the
world, and the manner in which I’ve chosen to live.
	Since that summer at Madison, my first season as hutmaster, I have kept
with me the Joe Dodge quote, “You lead with your actions, and keep your
damn mouth closed. You don’t lead men with your mouth. You lead them
by showing them you can do a better job at anything there is.” Although
the mayor of Porky Gulch (his name for Pinkham Notch) had a particular
flavor to his proclamations, I hearkened to the notion of leading well by
doing well. The hut seasons were a period of maturation and definition, a
place and time to grow into my personhood. The lessons learned in a croo
room, and the lessons learned upon an alpine ridge, left an indelible mark.
In the huts and their surrounding dramatic, weathered landscape, I absorbed
lessons of vulnerability and humility. The huts taught the dichotomy, which
is better experienced than rationalized, of being vastly important while small
and fleeting. The huts were where I learned to view life—and my life—from
the perspective of the geologic legacy on which I was perched. Human life is
fleeting, beautiful, vast, unknowable.
The huts presented all this to me—over time, of course. I enjoyed
many giddy, cocky evenings of costumes and midnight raids and an equal
number of serene moments, perched alone on crags, caught between wind
and rock and cloud. Wisdom was a process of osmosis, offered by sunsets
enacted through the mercurial forces of weather across a regal landscape.
The mountains demanded a disposition toward responsibility (at risk of
death) and the confidence to rely on personal judgment (at risk of no
alternative). Through this and more, the huts taught a love of the simple life
and bestowed the strength and fortitude of character to live pleasantly with
basic comforts satisfied.
The mountain peaks themselves, however, cannot be lived in for a lifetime.
The peaks can teach of life by threatening its cessation, but one can’t live there
for a life span.
	Such a perspective, absorbed with each entry and exit through the
Madison door, led me to pursue a life in the woods. Here I could create
a life that eliminated the distractions, glossy entertainments, and virtual
realities of contemporary life; a life that held sacrosanct the stark majesty of
the mountains. With my spirit lingering on the ridges of an alpine abode,
my mind turned to the pursuit of essentials: stewardship; self-reliance; living
lightly, smartly, strongly, courageously, purposefully.
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And so I arrived at Coösauke.
An Abenaki Indian word translating to “Place of the Pines,” Coösauke is
the name of our 28-acre homestead where I live with my partner Ryan. We
have neither running water nor electricity; our home is built by hand, 16 feet
by 18 feet. There is an apple tree outside the front door, a garden to the east,
a river to the west, and woods all around. It is a simple and challenging—and
pleasurable—life. Together, we are carving an existence out of the wooded
hillsides of the Northern Forest.
As in the huts, I must walk to reach our home. Our shelter is simple, built
from wood felled on the land. Walls break the wind and hold the warmth of
the meal shared within. Unlike the huts, however, I can live here. Gardens
are developed, soil is created, and a life is formed. The details of a home are
writ across the nearby landscape. Buckets for water, a shed for tools, chairs
for company, stakes to mark precious plants and young trees. Though the
huts—the mountains—may be home to my spirit, this woodland homestead
with its beauties and its challenges is home to my body and to my heart.
With each step through the Madison door, I am reminded how I am
living one life through the legacy of another. Spanning two life experiences,
two places to call home, two niches, two points in time and space. The mountain peaks and the wooded hills, brought side by side with each open and
close of the door.

Bethann Weick lives in Dorchester, New Hampshire.
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Morning Comes to the River
A fisherman’s first loose cast
stirs a rainbow trout chasing dragonflies
in a dawn of light ripples.
A grizzly sow and her cubs
cross the waking river.
A raven witnesses everything—
each immeasurable moment.
Downstream, below hoisted clouds,
the wild and timeless sea churns
while morning rises forever,
and there is nothing like it anywhere,
		

nothing like it at all.
John Smelcer

John Smelcer, an Alaska Native American, is the author of 40 books, including
Songs from the Outcast (American Indian Studies Center, UCLA, 2000) and Without
Reservation (Truman State University Press, 2003), both nominated for the Pulitzer
Prize in poetry. He teaches literature and creative writing at Binghamton University,
State University of New York.
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Frankenstein Cliff and
the Black Dog
A frightening hike beats back a man’s sense of gloom
Christopher Johnson
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A

s I gazed for the first time upon Crawford Notch, a mountain
pass of sublime beauty that winds through the heart of New Hampshire’s
White Mountains, I remember thinking, “This vista should be touching me
more.” It was July 1986, and my wife, Barbara, and two children, Matthew
and Emily, and I had driven north from Boston to visit Crawford Notch,
the Old Man of the Mountain, and the countless other extraordinary sights
that our friends and neighbors had urged upon us flatlanders, who had only
recently relocated from the Midwest to New England.
From our campsite in North Conway, which was crammed full of retail
outlets and shopping malls, we had driven north on U.S. Route 302, which
rolls through the middle of the notch. As we entered the southern fringes of
the valley, the mountains rose to the east and west like exuberant eruptions
of wild earth. On the west side of the notch, endless forests carpeted the
dizzying heights of Mounts Willey, Field, Willard, and Avalon. The east side
of the valley, bounded by Mounts Crawford, Jackson, and Pierce, presented
a stark contrast because those mountains were fairly denuded of trees but
were dotted with enormous boulders, as if a god had tossed granite eggs from
heaven that had broken into a thousand pieces. Along the base of the eastern
wall, the Saco River tumbled over and around myriad clots of granite, and
as the water leaped, it caught snatches of sun and gleamed like diamonds.
As I slowly drove north, the road curved through mountains that overlapped
one another like a series of green velvet curtains. We turned around and
immediately drove back through the valley, and as we reached the southern
edge of the notch, I pulled over onto the shoulder of Route 302, and we all
got out of the car and drank in the sight. Directly facing us was a massive
headwall which, I would later learn from my newly purchased AMC White
Mountain Guide, was named Frankenstein Cliff.
	I ordinarily was moved and would even be overwhelmed by such
extraordinary vistas, but now, as we stood and gazed upon the elegant
curvatures of the mountains and the towering cliff that faced us, I felt
completely removed from the sight. The others were oohing and ahhing,
and I just felt like shrugging my shoulders. The fact is that at the age of 39,
I was in the throes of depression—what Winston Churchill referred to so
vividly and appropriately as his black dog. I was just beginning to realize
that something was not quite right, that my reaction as I stared at Crawford
The view from Frankenstein Cliff, from which forest-encrusted walls sweep down to the
valley. This place began to heal the author. JERRY AND MARCY MONKMAN
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Notch was different from what it would have been in the past. Ordinarily I
would have felt elation and awe at such a sight . . . but now I felt flat, I felt
nothing. I put the best face I could on the black dog, and as we stood there on
the shoulder of Route 302 and the others exclaimed upon the splendor of the
mountainscape, I joined in. But my heart was unmoved, stone-cold. It was as
if all feeling had been squeezed out of me.
We returned to our campsite and cooked our dinner of franks and beans,
and as the others chattered about the day, I sat silently in the tent. Matthew
particularly had been impressed by the cliff, and he looked it up in the
White Mountain Guide. An avid consumer of information even at age 12,
he told us that the headwall was Frankenstein Cliff and that it had been
named after Godfrey Frankenstein, a German artist who had moved with
his family to America in 1831 and had embarked upon a successful career
painting landscapes of Niagara Falls, the White Mountains, and other sites
in the East’s unspoiled wilderness of the nineteenth century. Then he said, “I
want to climb it.”
“The cliff itself?”
“No, Dad,” he said, with the impatience of a preadolescent teaching something to his father. “There’s a trail that goes alongside the cliff.”
	I looked at the guide, and the path started just off Route 302, slithered west
to Arethusa Falls (at 176 feet, the highest single waterfall in New Hampshire),
ascended behind the west ridge of the cliff, reached the overlook that we had
seen from the road, and descended along the east ridge of the cliff, completing
a loop back at 302. Barbara and I decided that the climb would probably be
a little much for Emily, who was only 9, but Barbara and Emily would drop
Matthew and me off at the trailhead and go canoeing down the Saco River. It
was all settled.
We turned off the battery-powered camp light and settled into our
sleeping bags for the evening. I lay there in the dark. I should have been
thrilled at the prospects of a climb like the one that Matthew and I had
planned . . . but I felt nothing. As I listened to the cackle of the crickets, I
felt an overwhelming sense of helplessness, which had been gathering for at
least a year. I didn’t know what it was. I came from a family that was reticent
in expressing emotions, and I had inherited (or learned) that trait. It was
difficult for me to reach out to others, and as I had grown toward middle
age, I felt it harder than ever to reveal myself. In my work at a publishing
house in Boston, I had mastered all the social graces and was known and
valued as a good team player. But in spite of all that, I felt isolated. And I
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had the inchoate but persistent sense that some spirit was straining to burst
forth from inside me. Haunted by these thoughts, I slowly drifted into a
restless sleep.
All four of us awoke early, cooked eggs and bacon over our propane stove,
stuffed our backpacks with lunches, and filled our canteens to the brim.
I tried to rally myself. Barbara and Emily dropped Matthew and me off at
the trailhead. We agreed that they would pick us up in four hours, which
according to the White Mountain Guide would leave plenty of time for the
hike. We started west on the trail toward Arethusa Falls. I was groggy from
my poor night’s sleep and felt the dour mood on me like a boulder that had
been added to my backpack. I kept my eyes on the ground, not taking note
of the forest that surrounded us. I must have been moving slowly because
Matthew, full of energy, ran ahead of me.
Barbara and I had known since he was a young child that we had a character on our hands. He was energetic, outgoing, could be aggressive, could be
given to moods. He adored baseball and loved U2 and the anthemic themes
that rang from the band members’ soaring blends of voice and guitar. And
he was intense. If he made an out with men on base, he felt deeply that he
had let the team down. Now, on the trail to Arethusa Falls, he ran ahead
of me and then waited restlessly for me. Meanwhile, I felt as if I were wading through sludge. “Dad,” he finally said, “you’re walking like an old man.”
From beneath my gray cloud, I smiled. I liked it when he kidded me.
	In an hour, we reached the falls and watched the resplendent water dance
over rocks and tumble down to form an iridescent emerald pool. We both
took off our hiking boots and woolen socks and lowered our feet into the
pool. The water was frigid at first, but after a couple of minutes I felt the
waters caressing my feet, soothing them sensuously, as if a masseuse were
working out the kinks. Cooling our feet in the water felt like a ritual, an
ablution. We gobbled our peanut butter and jelly sandwiches and drank
the cool water from our canteens. I looked closely at Matthew’s face. It was
almond shaped, and he had uncommonly long eyelashes for a boy. His lips
were full, and he had Barbara’s nut-brown skin. I was struck by how much he
resembled her family.
He waded into the green water of the pool, joining two other boys about
his age who had also ventured into the water. The water reached almost to
the bottom of his shorts, and he started splashing water with two other boys.
I envied them the carefree ways of youth—and my mood darkened further.
Where, I wondered, had my sense of isolation come from? I didn’t know. I
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couldn’t point to any event that had awakened the black dog. Instead, over the
past year, I had slipped bit by bit into a gray dullness. Externally, everything
seemed fine. My career was going reasonably well, the children were getting
good grades, we had a nice home, etc., etc.
Yet at the edges of my life, I felt a fear that I could not define or get a
handle on. It was like a fear of exposure. I somehow felt ashamed of revealing
myself. As a kid, I’d had this goofy sense of humor and had been quick to
laugh, but that had disappeared. Barbara and I had had our children early,
and I had felt deeply the weight of responsibility. We’d had no money, and
I had poured myself into work. I’d grown quieter. I would sit in my living
room chair and watch sports for hours on end. Barbara was the one who had
said we should head north for vacation, that I needed a break from the grind.
She asked me what was the matter, and I just shrugged her off. “Nothing.
Nothing at all.” I knew she was worried about me
	I was lost in these thoughts when Matthew came up and shook my
shoulder and disturbed the cloud that hovered over me. “Let’s get going,
Dad!” he said. “We still have a long way to go to the top of the cliff.”
	I forced a smile. It was as if he were taking charge of the hike. “Lead on,
buddy,” I said. We rolled up our lunch bags, deposited them in our backpacks,
dried off our feet, put our socks and boots back on, and resumed our climb.
The trail led northeast and ascended more seriously, more assiduously, entering
a series of switchbacks that followed the west fringe of the cliff toward the
granite shelf overlooking Crawford Notch. As the trail grew steeper, I began
to lag, stopping more frequently to catch my breath. Matthew ran ahead of
me, and we started playing a sort of game of tag in which he would forge
ahead for a couple hundred yards and then sit on his haunches and wait for
me. I approached him, and he barked, “Get the lead out, Johnson!” It was
a perfect imitation of his Babe Ruth League coach that summer. “When the
going gets tough, the tough get going,” he bellowed, mouthing one of the
endless stream of clichés that had rolled off the coach’s tongue. I grinned, and
Matthew laughed. I loved the way his face lit up and his eyes sparkled when
he laughed, and I thought to myself that he was a pretty neat kid. For the first
time in a long time, I felt completely immersed in the moment.
After a little more than a half-mile of strenuous climbing, we reached the
granite overlook, the crown of Frankenstein Cliff. I bent down and planted
my hands on my knees to catch my breath. Then I looked out at the scene
that unfolded before us. The mountains, the land, the forest emanated a
sublime energy that, despite my mood, I could feel. Matthew and I sat down
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side by side on a boulder about ten feet from the edge of the cliff and looked
south at the thousands of trees that populated the valley like soldiers. The sky
that day was as crystal blue as ice and glowed with a clarity that made visible
the mountains of the Sandwich Range far to the south. I wondered what
caves and waterfalls were hidden in the corners and folds of this extraordinary
landscape. I loved the way in which the forest-encrusted walls of the notch
swept down to meet at the bottom of the valley. A hawk circled in the air
perhaps 100 feet in front of us, riding the invisible currents of air and then
plunging like a dive-bomber toward the floor of the valley. The sight made my
heart palpitate. I noticed an ancient pine to the left of the boulder we were
sitting on. It was gnarled and bent by the winds that had swept through the
White Mountains for eons. The hold of that pine on its granite perch seemed
tenuous, but still it clung to its tiny patch of earth. Across the valley, shadows
were beginning to crawl across the tops of the mountains, as if an invisible
hand were pouring ink over the landscape.
We left the boulder and, on our bellies, crept close to the edge of the cliff
and stared down. It was a sheer drop, and I felt a strange mixture of vertigo
and euphoria. I looked at Matthew, who was transfixed by the sight. The
black dog had momentarily disappeared, and I felt a reconnection between
Matthew and me. “How does it make you feel?” I asked him.
“Like that hawk,” he said.
Perfect answer. Free and soaring and unconnected to the ground. Silence
surrounded us. “Close your eyes,” I said. He listened to me. He shut his eyes,
and his face was that of an angel. “What do you hear?” I asked.
He didn’t say anything right away. Then he said, “I hear the wind.”
“What does it sound like?”
“Like a breath whistling through the trees.”
“What else do you hear?”
“I hear birds calling. And I hear kind of a chirrup.”
“That’s a squirrel. What else do you hear?”
He listened. “I hear the trees.”
“What do they sound like?”
“They sound like they’re talking.”
“What are they saying?”
“It’s like they’re murmuring, but I can’t tell what they’re saying.”
“Nobody can,” I said. “They speak, but we can no longer understand what
they’re saying.”
	Still he had his eyes closed. He was so at peace. He opened his eyes and
said, “That was cool.”
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We got up and dusted ourselves off. I put my hand on his shoulder and
gave it a bit of a squeeze. He looked at me. “Are you all right, Dad?”
	I smiled back and said, “I’m fine.”
The trail continued on, and we started to descend, heading east and south
of the cliff. As we resumed hiking, I felt that nature and this vigorous, unique
son of mine were beginning to crack something open for me. I was feeling
more connected. The descent was perilously steep in parts, and my boots
slid on the gravel-laden trail, which had narrowed like the neck of a duck.
Matthew, however, was as sure-footed as a mountain goat and had no trouble
descending the narrow path. I looked down, and the valley loomed below us.
If we had slipped, we would definitely have rolled down that mountain until
a convenient tree or boulder stopped us. We rounded a corner, and the trail
had a gap of about six feet. “Crap!” I seethed.
	I tried venturing across the gap, hoping that I could get enough of a
foothold to balance my way across the cleft to the continuation of the trail. I
put my right foot forward, but it slipped. “Damn!” I raged. “I don’t want to
turn around and hike all the way back.”
	I looked at Matthew, and he had a defiant gleam in his eye. “I’m not
hiking all the way back,” he said. He took three steps back.
“What are you going to do?”
“I’m going to jump across,” he said, with the uninhibited confidence
of youth.
“Wait!” I said. I had a short length of rope in my backpack, and I tied it
around his waist. That way, if he lost his balance, I could at least haul him
back to the spot where we were stranded. He took a deep breath and ran
toward the gap. I thought he would jump, but he didn’t. Instead, he veered
above the gap, up the side of the valley, letting centrifugal force carry him
above the break in the trail. In two breathtaking seconds, he was back on the
trail and on the other side of the gap, and he was grinning madly with delight.
“Now, Dad, you gotta do it.” I was extremely leery, but I knew I had to do
it. He unhitched the rope around his waist and threw the end to me across
the gap. “Tie it around yourself, Dad,” he said, taking charge. That little piece
of rope gave new meaning to the word pathetic. It didn’t look as if it could
hold a flea. “Back up and get a running start,” he ordered. He was the father
talking to me, the son. I retreated, took a deep breath, and scampered up the
side of the valley, above the gap. But I was losing momentum, feeling myself
start to plunge down the side of the valley. “Grab me, Dad!” he yelled. He
reached out his hand, and in the crazy way in which senses sharpen during a
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crisis, I noticed how almond-tan his hand was. He clasped me and yanked me
onto the narrow ledge that he was standing on. I stood next to him, breathing
hard and trembling. And then we both laughed. We laughed uproariously. I
put my arms around him and wrapped him in a tight bear hug.
With the exhilaration born of danger, we careered our way forward,
descending the trail that wound downward. It remained gravelly, and we
grabbed the branches and trunks of trees lining the trail to steady ourselves.
At times, we skidded down on the gravel as if we were on skateboards. As we
slipped down the side of the mountain, Matthew at times extended his hand
to steady me. I didn’t really need it, but I deeply appreciated his trying to help
his old man.
By now it was late afternoon, and as the sun declined, the giant balsams
and spruces cast enormous shadows across the trail, and the air around us was
absolutely silent and still. I felt, for once, firmly planted in the here and now.
I had stopped thinking about the future, about where I ought to be in my
career and my life, about my disappointed expectations. I was acutely aware
that not a leaf stirred as the shadows of dusk crept across the mountain. We
neared the bottom, and the trail took us beneath Frankenstein Trestle. I felt
a renewed interest in what we were encountering on this hike, and Matthew
and I stopped to study this striking bridge, which supported railroad tracks
with steel girders angling out like spider webs and extending to the floor
of the canyon, where the girders were secured by concrete abutments. Later
I read that the trestle had been built in 1892—an astonishing relic of the
Industrial Revolution that is still used to transport tourists north from North
Conway for the 30-mile sojourn through Crawford Notch.
After another half a mile, we had finished our hike. We returned to the
parking lot. For three hours, we had been in a separate world, and together
we had negotiated our way down that gravelly path from Frankenstein Cliff.
We were closer to each other than we had been in a very long time. I tried
to say what I was feeling to him, but I could not. The emotion was there,
but the words wouldn’t come. Barbara and Emily soon arrived, and as we
wended our way south on Route 302 back to North Conway, Matthew fell
asleep. His long lashes blanketed those brown eyes, just as they had when
he had been a baby. He slept the deep sleep of an angel, and Barbara kept
the car steady through the gathering dusk as we wound our way out of
the mountains.
This day had redeemed me. The black dog had temporarily disappeared,
and I felt alive from having shared the experience of a beautiful place with
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a son who was brimming with the possibilities of life. The green pool at
Arethusa Falls, the pine clinging to the granite cliff, the hawk riding the upcurrents, the soaring mountainscape—all had touched a place in me that
had been buried for too long. To be sure, my black dog would reappear, and
ultimately I would require the skills and insight of a professional to make the
beast disappear with only an occasional growl. But on that day spent with
Matthew, I had learned that the black dog was malleable. I had learned that
it could be tamed.

Christopher Johnson of Evanston, Illinois, spent many years in New England and
has written often for Appalachia. He and David Govatski coauthored Forests for the
People (Island Press, 2013), an outgrowth of reporting they did for their story on the
Weeks Act (Appalachia, Winter/Spring 2011, LXII no. 1).
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Badger
Grey-haired, the badger snarls out
from a nearby rock, while I hike
down the trail’s dead-center, alone.
I know that feeling, wanting to defend,
a little too vociferously, my solitude.
He marks me as an intruder, bares
his claws, gives no ground
to an interloper at his doorstep.
I suppose that’s what comes
from living in holes. I’m no fool.
I give in, detour, take a tangential
path down the trail, while the badger
gives one small snort of disappointment,
as if expecting better—from a bigger
foe who walks upright—a fight.
Dave Seter

Dave Seter’s poetry has appeared in various journals and has been nominated for
a Pushcart Prize. Born in Chicago, he has lived on both coasts and currently resides
in Sonoma County, California. His first collection of poems, the chapbook entitled
Night Duty, was published in 2010 by Main Street Rag Publishing Company.
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Letters
Mount Washington’s Early Climbers
On 65 (“Darby Field, 1642,” Winter/Spring 2013, LXIV no. 1), you say there
is no record of exploration between Champlain’s 1613 maps and 1672. . . . May
I call to your attention the book New England Rarities Discovered by John
Josselyn, London, 1672. He describes the White Mountains, including Lakes
of the Clouds and the cone of Mount Washington, of course, not by these
names. He also lists the flora and fauna of the Northeast. It is a delightful
little book that I have used many times as an Appalachian Mountain Club
volunteer naturalist.
	It is obtainable locally at Plimoth Plantation (plimoth.org), which uses it
as a primary source for historical interpretation. I was an interpreter there for
many years.
—Carolyn Crowell, Sandwich, Massachusetts
Tony Goodwin replies: My thanks to Carolyn Crowell for calling my attention
to Mr. Josselyn’s very interesting book. Between 1663 when he arrived in New
England and 1672 when he wrote the book, Josselyn lived in Scarborough,
Maine, with his brother, Henry, who had already climbed Mount Washington.
I therefore find it credible that John Josselyn did make an ascent of Mount
Washington within 30 years of Field’s first ascent. It would seem that this ascent
was made in the spirit of adventure and exploration without diminishing my
theory of Darby Field’s original motives for the first ascent.

Sociable Marmot
Just wanted to pass a note to say I love Lisa
Densmore’s photography and articles (“Wildlife
Encounters in the Canadian Rockies,” Winter/
Spring 2013, LXIV no. 1, pages 70–80). I draw in
my spare time (I also volunteer in our National
Forest and build axes), and your photos have been
great studies for me. Thank you. Here’s a quick
one I did of a Hoary Marmot (your photo) in the
recent Appalachia journal.
—Christopher Garby, Nottingham, New Hampshire
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Black-eyed Susan
for Susan Gage Tyler
Butter-yellow inflorescence, ballerina’s skirt
ruffled in the wind, common sweetheart
of wildflowers, who eschews the solitary
for a throng of other Susans; the brown,
dark-purplish center one of summer’s
most obvious, most subtle of baubles.
Double Gold, Indian Summer, Marmalade,
your various shades parade your inimitable
humor. Leaning wildly windward,
rising in a stand, resting together in the sun,
the summer’s lushness no longer lush without
your strong-stemmed, unconstrained bounty—
solstice celebrant, resplendent
Susan among so many Susans.
Wally Swist

Wally Swist’s most recent book, Huang Po and the Dimensions of Love, was selected
by Yusef Komunyakaa as a co-winner in the 2011 Crab Orchard Series Open Poetry
Competition and was published by Southern Illinois University Press in August 2012.
His new book, Velocity, will be published by Virtual Artists Collective of Chicago in
2013.
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Accidents

B

efore turning to tales of difficulty and rescue during summer
and fall 2012, permit me some words of appreciation for my predecessor,
Justin Preisendorfer. I’ve been a longtime reader (and, from 1989 to 1999,
editor) of Appalachia accident reports, relishing their mix of often harrowing
story and quiet education set in terrain I’ve now walked for nearly 60 years,
and I’ve been consistently impressed with their sense of narrative and tone
and their insights. In recent years, I’ve noticed the advent of especially
astute analyses of winter accidents. These analyses have been Justin’s, and
regular readers may already be nodding and saying, “Well, what did you
expect? Justin was, after all, a snow ranger in Tucks” (Tuckerman Ravine).
All true. But what caught my eye and won my admiration was the clear
prose and clearheaded calmness of Justin’s work. As I read his reports, I
thought, “There’s no ’tude here, no need to seem superior.” (Feeling so would
be easy for the armchair explorer and assessor.) These were straightforward,
gracefully written stories and comments. They simply made it easier for
someone to follow their advice. And that, of course, is why we have this
column. Thanks, then, to Justin for the fine standard he has set. I hope to
live up to it and, when reports for the winter season of 2012–2013 roll around,
filled with stories of people moving on snow and ice and snow sometimes
moving on its own, I hope I can also count on tapping into Justin’s winter
sense whenever I have a question.
A word about what I bring to my work in this column. I first got to the
Whites at age 5, trailing along behind my mother and my father, who was
revisiting the scenes and scents of his days as one of Joe Dodge’s many Macs
in the Appalachian Mountain Club hut croos. By age 15, I’d joined the Four
Thousand Footer Club, though I had also developed a boy’s tendency to rush
from peak to peak. Still, in all seasons through the years to follow, whenever I
needed a touchstone sense of self, I headed north from my work as a teacher
to these hills that felt like home. By now, I’ve slowed measurably, having
twigged to gravity’s command and one of life’s essential insights—“What’s
the hurry?”—but I still see north as the direction of hope and uphill as
the direction of life. And I still aspire never to be a subject in this column.
We’ll see.
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Summer 2012 and Its Edge Season
Summer 2012 was on the quiet side; though searchers and rescuers were called
to the hills frequently enough, it was to few major accidents and rescues.
But they expended major effort. The first category of rescues in this report
involves falls and resultant carryouts, and carryouts require time and peopleheavy commitments.

Slips, Falls, and Carryouts
Michael H., age 15, of Peabody, Massachusetts, spent the night of June 24
at the Lakes of the Clouds Hut with his father and a friend. The next day,
while descending the steep Ammonoosuc Ravine Trail, Michael fell, injuring
his leg so that he couldn’t walk. Michael’s father returned to the hut, and
members of the crew hiked down to Michael and helped him hobble back.
New Hampshire Fish and Game was notified of the accident and helped
shape plans to litter Michael 1.5 miles to the summit of Mount Washington,
where he could then be driven to Memorial Hospital in North Conway.
Michael’s carryout required the work of sixteen staff members from the
AMC, four NHFG officers, and two people from the Mount Washington
State Park staff. This group began the carry up the summit cone at around
1:00 p.m. and reached the summit at around 3 p.m. The day’s raw weather,
which featured driving rain, gave the carry an added edge.
On July 5, Christina B., age 47, of Hanover, New Hampshire, was on a family hike on the Appalachian Trail near the summit of Mount Cube when
she slipped and fell; her injuries left Christina unable to walk. Her husband
used a cell phone to call 911. NHFG officers responded, gathering twelve
volunteers from Upper Valley Search and Rescue and members of the Orford
police and fire departments to join five conservation officers for the carryout. This rescue crew carried Christina down 2-plus miles of steep, rugged
terrain to an ambulance, arriving at the trailhead around 7 p.m. for the ride to
Dartmouth Hitchcock Medical Center.
On October 7, Andrew H., whose age was not reported, of Cambridge,
Massachusetts, was on his way down the Gale River Trail near the end of a
multiday backpacking trip with his wife, when he injured his lower leg and
was unable to walk. NHFG officers and volunteers from the Pemigewasset
Valley Search and Rescue Team met at the Gale River trailhead at 11 a.m. to
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rescue Andrew. At 12:45 p.m., a little more than 3 miles up the trail, rescuers
reached Andrew; they were joined there by two AMC members. After treating
Andrew and splinting his leg, rescuers placed him in a litter and carried him
about 2 miles down the trail, where they were met by an all-terrain vehicle
that transported Andrew the final mile to the trailhead for his ride to Littleton
Regional Hospital. Slippery conditions resulting from recent rains made the
trail difficult.
Comment: Walking the jumbled terrain of our mountains is part of what
draws us there; everything is aslant or on edge, and we like it that way. But, of
course, such angles underfoot make it easy to lose balance, and the common,
added heft of a backpack can accentuate any lurch we make. We all fall on
occasion, and occasionally those falls injure some of us. In each of the rescues
just described, the hiker’s injury made self-rescue impossible and brought the
White Mountains’ mix of professionals and volunteers to the scene.
What draws attention is the number of people needed for a backcountry
litter carry. Somewhere around twenty people seems an average, allowing a
rotation that spells carriers, who bear the inert weight of the injured hiker
and who also must often walk beside the trail. This added difficulty makes
a mountain litter-carry demanding. The next time you are on your favorite
trail, take a look at the terrain a few feet to either side of it. There’s a good
chance that its mix of rocks and brush make it terra-no-walka. Then, imagine
the weight and imbalance of your part of a litter-carry as you negotiate this
terrain. The footwork needed is formidable, as is the commitment of rescuers
and hours of their time.

High Winds and High Stakes
On September 18, Edward B., age 59, of Northville, Michigan, was on the
third day of a five-day solo hike, when, at around 1:30 p.m., he fell on the
Franconia Ridge between Mounts Lincoln and Haystack, injuring his hip
severely. The weather was wild, featuring cold rain and winds building toward
near-hurricane force. Edward was able to crawl to a point along the ridge
where he got brief cell phone reception and called 911 and the AMC lodge at
Pinkham Notch. Equipped with overnight gear, but minus his tent, which
had blown away, Edward was able to get into his sleeping bag to try to fight
off hypothermia in the rain-soaked wind while he awaited rescuers.
An initial rescuer from the AMC’s Greenleaf Hut was turned back
by the winds; a second effort by two AMC staff reached Edward a little
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after 6 p.m. They were joined not long after that by NHFG conservation
officers and volunteers from the Pemigewasset Valley Search and Rescue
Team. Thus began a long night of rescue along the ridge and down the steep
Falling Waters Trail.
As the night deepened, the steady rain intensified to torrential, and the
waters along the trail rose rapidly. Mountain Rescue Service volunteers arrived
in time to secure several of the difficult and steep brook crossings with their
ropes and expertise. Rescuers reached the trailhead at 3:20 a.m. and Edward
was driven by Franconia ambulance to Littleton Regional Hospital.
	NHFG’s Lieutenant James Kneeland commended “the Herculean effort
of all the participating search teams working through the night in very
difficult conditions” to accomplish the nearly 4-mile carry that brought
Edward to safety. According to Kneeland, “Most likely, they saved his life.”
Comment: What heightened the peril of Edward’s fall and injury were the
place, season, approaching weather, and isolation.
The favorite upland for many, including this writer, the Franconia
Ridge is remarkably exposed. Its walker is borne up into the sky with only
unpromising, unmarked bailouts between Mount Lafayette’s summit and the
dropoff to the Falling Waters Trail 2.6 miles to the south. It is no place to
be caught in a storm in any season. September’s late-summer days, when
heat’s oppressing hand and the bugs’ incessant whine have gone away, are
also best days for this ridge. Still, they can be days with edge: I’ve seen a
crystalline day with temperatures in the 60s juxtaposed with a 6-inch snowfall
and temperatures in the 30s. That Edward was in the midst of a five-day walk
suggests the likelihood of both types of weather during that stretch.
The forecast for September 18 on similarly exposed Mount Washington is
excerpted here:
Low pressure moving north over New York State will swing a warm front through
today followed by a strong cold front for the overnight hours. A strong southerly
flow associated with this low will allow for ample moisture, bringing continued
fog as well as 1–4 inches of rain. Heavy rain late this afternoon and overnight will
heighten the risk of flash flooding, especially in narrow ravines and low-lying
areas right around the summits. Winds will also be on the increase with gusts
possibly reaching upwards of 100 mph this afternoon and evening as the low
approaches. As the cold front exits early on Wednesday . . . with temperatures
dropping behind the front, mixed showers will be possible by the afternoon. New
snow and ice accumulations, if any, will be less than an inch tomorrow.
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	In an interview with Lt. James Kneeland, Edward said that he had read
a forecast that morning at Liberty Spring. He misread the report, however,
thinking it predicted 30- to 40-mph winds with gusts to 70, while the
report pointed to winds “increasing from 30- to 40-mph and topping out at
70 mph.” But either forecast should have kept Edward off the ridge that day.
Add to this faulty sense of weather that Edward is self-described as a slow
hiker who needs twin canes for stability and you have a serious overreach that
placed both Edward and his rescuers in jeopardy. It is, as former Accidents
Editor Gene Daniell was fond of reminding us, better to be a day late on one’s
itinerary than press on and be marooned in a tough spot.
Which leads us to the ever popular debate about solo wandering. I am
both a solo walker and advocate. My sense is that solo walking creates no
added emergencies or rescues. After all, no companion could have extracted
any of the people whose stories appear in this column. But when I pack for
a day or a week alone on trails, I put in an extra burden—I’m responsible
for myself, and, should this be my time to fall, I need to have the gear and
resolve that will help me be self-sufficient and or helpful in my rescue (should
it come). Such sites of advice as hikeSafe (hikesafe.com) can help me decide
what to carry; my experience and judgment must tell me when, how, and
where to walk.
And then, there’s technology. I am aware that this rescue was sited along
the ridge trail which the late Guy Waterman and his wife, Laura Waterman,
of East Corinth, Vermont, adopted for many years in the late 1900s. The
scree walls that direct foot traffic and protect fragile plants and some of the
intricate, see-through cairns are of their original devising. Famously, the
Watermans, also writers on mountain ethics, argued against the invasion of
the backcountry, high or low, by technology. Although I might not pass the
purist test, I hang out in their camp. I bury a phone (turned off) deep in
my pack in case I need help or encounter someone else who does. But I do
not search out forecasts and other news or voices; I rely on the longtime
weatherman of self, who reads the sky each day. I also like the way life slows
to walking speed, and often I like who I become at that speed. When I’m
walking, I live where I am. It’s clear that Edward’s story might have taken a
very different path without a phone. It’s good that he had one with him, and
lucky that he was able to get a small window of reception.
Finally, think for a moment of the rescuers. Any carry, as noted earlier,
is arduous. The 3,000-foot vertical drop of the Falling Waters Trail (note
its name) in flooding rain is nearly unimaginable. And the only thing to
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recommend a litter carry along the exposed ridge that day might have been
that hanging on to the litter would keep you from being blown away.

Suddenly
Sudden death from an internal medical condition is part of the possibility
we carry with us to our mountains. The following incident is a not-so-gentle
reminder of mortality.
	On August 13, Gary M., age 57, of Sharon, Massachusetts, was hiking up
the Tuckerman Ravine Trail with his two daughters, ages 18 and 15, when he
collapsed. One of his daughters ran the 2.5 miles back to the Pinkham Notch
Visitor Center, while the other stayed with Gary. Other hikers soon stopped
to help, beginning cardiopulmonary resuscitation, which they and rescue
personnel from the AMC sustained for well over an hour. These efforts were
unsuccessful.
Appalachia’s editor, Chris Woodside, was one of the hikers who came
upon the scene, and some of her thoughts about the attempts to help Gary
are included here:
I came to a group of three young men who were administering CPR to a man.
They told me that he had collapsed 25 minutes before (that would be just after
10 a.m.). I was trained years ago in CPR and stopped to help. We took turns
with chest compressions and breathing. Soon about six to eight of us were
helping, not counting several others who stopped to help for shorter periods.
At the spot where this happened, cell phone service is unreliable,
but a 911 call had been placed. His younger daughter remained there on
the trail with her father. As we attempted to revive him, she sat a short
distance away with other hikers, who made sure she would not be alone.
Hermit Lake Shelter is about eight-tenths of a mile farther up the trail; the
caretaker from the shelter came down with a defibrillator with the hope that
it might start the man’s heart, but the machine did not detect any movement,
as I understand it. We continued with CPR until a search-and-rescue worker
came up from below. In contact with a doctor at the local hospital, he gave us
the official word to stop CPR. It was then about 11:30 a.m. or later. A nurse
who was also hiking that day, and who stopped to help with CPR, said it
was likely that the man did not feel any pain and that probably he had died
very quickly.
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Comment: What we know of our internal workings and state is often hidden
from others. And, of course, we sometimes hide what we fear from ourselves
too. Still, a review of our physical fitness is a sort of “equipment check” that
precedes heading uphill or “out there.” That becomes ever more true as we
age and take on the collective wear and deposits of living over time. A walk or
climb that once took no preparation other than day-to-day living may require
the concerted effort of a fitness program. In a sense, as we age we must devote
more time to training so that we may live in ways we always have.
But, of course, even as all that training may reset our life clocks, it doesn’t
stop them from ticking forward. And so, with any sudden death from medical
condition in the mountains, there is also the possibility that it was simply time.
We owe our families and friends an honest assessment of who we are
physically when we venture out and up. And then we decide whether or not
to go.
	Our condolences to Gary’s family and friends.

The Edge Season: Carrying Lights
Fall often sneaks up on us; the June solstice’s promise of nearly endless days
of light seems to vanish some time in August, even as we insist, “It’s still
summer!” The following compilation of incidents features oncoming fall’s
common problem of early nightfall when it meets our tendency to see
summer as endless.
	On August 14, Jed E., age 57, Miriam E., age 54, and Chaim E., age 31,
of Lakewood, New Jersey, set out on the popular Falling Waters–Franconia
Ridge–Old Bridle Path loop. At 9 p.m., NHFG received notice of a 911 call
from the family. They were benighted on the Old Bridle Path with only a
small light available. Conservation officers reached the family at about
11:15 p.m. and guided them back to the trailhead.
	On October 7, Scott B., age 22, of Meriden, Connecticut, and Jeff M., age
21, of Meshoppen, Pennsylvania, decided to bushwhack from their campsite
off Bear Notch Road to the top of Bear Mountain. The pair ran out of
daylight on the way down and called 911 at 6:24 p.m. They had no lights, extra
clothing, or food. Rescuers determined their GPS coordinates from the call
and launched a search, but the men kept moving, trying to reach the road.
A cold night descended with temperatures in the 30s and some hours of cold
rain. Conservation officers and volunteers with New England K-9 Search and
Rescue searched through the night in the locale of GPS coordinates.
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At daybreak, the men made their way to the road, where a New England
K-9 team found them. The men were cold and hungry but in good shape.
“It was a long, cold night for them,” said NHFG Sgt. Brian Adams. “These
young men were humbled by the experience and very grateful for the efforts
of the search teams who worked through the night to find them.”
	On October 20, while NHFG personnel were involved in a carryout
on the Davis Path, the agency received notice of a 911 call from Kristine
C. of Boston, and Anne C. of Cambridge, Massachusetts (ages not reported
by authorities). Their 6:20 p.m. call reported that they had lost the trail in the
area around Mount Pickering in Bartlett. Two NHFG conservation officers
began a search and were later joined by officers who had come from the
Davis Path rescue. Though they had been unable to locate the cell phone’s
coordinates, the officers were able to determine a general area of search, and
they searched through the night. Conservation Officer Mark Hensel and his
search dog Sig found the women at 9:30 the next morning heading for the
Rocky Branch Shelter. Neither woman had a light, nor were they prepared for
a night out. The weather was mild for October.
After getting a late start on October 21, Elizabeth W., of Laconia, New
Hampshire, and Kathleen H., of Newmarket, New Hampshire, climbed to
the top of Mount Whiteface via the Blueberry Ledge Trail. On the way down,
the women (ages not reported) were overtaken by darkness and called for
assistance at 7 p.m. Conservation officers determined their position from the
call and hiked in to find them about a mile from the trailhead. Neither hiker
had a light.
Comment: All of these people went out into the woods and up a mountain
with no flashlight or headlamp. There’s no reason to leave lights (and spare
batteries and bulbs) behind. That’s plain common sense. What intrigues me
about these incidents (and others I could have included) is that everyone
carried phones and that everyone felt entitled to call for help. In an era when
libertarian, leave-me-alone budget cutting is shrinking support for agencies
such as NHFG, the prevalence of a call-for-help mindset points to a central
contradiction in our society.
—Sandy Stott
Accidents Editor
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Give Us This Day
For Mary Oliver
July and the ink
of blackcap raspberries
splatters ditches
and clearcuts: green
banks singing, my tongue
rocking inside my mouth.
Who blessed by this dark
sugar could stay quiet?
Ants wander drunk
into my bucket, across
the visible world
that feeds us, that makes
an offering each day:
beach plum or pawpaw,
morel or puffball, even
the spider-legs
of purslane
and the sharp
bite of sorrel.
Todd Davis

Todd Davis is the author of four collections of poetry, most recently In the Kingdom
of the Ditch (Michigan State University Press, 2013). His poems have appeared in
American Poetry Review, North American Review, and Orion. He teaches at Penn State
University, Altoona.
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Splash
It’s morning at the creek-edge
and the question is:
shall I jump as usual and enjoy,
as I have hundreds of times,
the casual down-thrust of my legs
on the other side?
Certain facts are unavoidable, still
something in me
refuses to abdicate.
I don’t spend much time on it,
I jump
and for the first time in my seventy-seven years
I fall in.
What a beautiful splash!
Mary Oliver

Mary Oliver has published more than a dozen volumes of poetry, as well as works
of imaginative prose and poetry instruction. Evidence (Beacon Press) was published
in 2009. Swan: Poems and Prose Poems (Beacon) appeared in 2010. Her most recent
collection, A Thousand Mornings (Penguin Press HC), was released in October, 2012.
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Alpina

A semi-annual review of mountaineering in the greater ranges

Alaska
In the Denali National Park and Preserve Annual Mountaineering Summary
for 2012, South District Ranger John Leonard reported a major milestone
for Mt McKinley (20,320 ft). During the season, the summit of the once
remote and little-visited mountain was reached for the 20,000th time.
Women continued to compose a very small percentage of total McKinley
climbers, just over 13 percent, but in 2012, a record high number of women,
162, attempted the mountain; 60 of them reached the top. Overall, 1,223
mountaineers tried for the summit. Only 498 reached the top, the lowest
success rate, 40.7 percent, in years. As usual, most climbers, 1,134, followed
the West Buttress route. Six expeditions tried the adjacent Mt Foraker; none
succeeded. The busiest day atop McKinley was May 27 with 56 summits,
and the busiest month was June with 280 summits—neither is a record. Six
mountaineers died, not as sad as 2011’s nine, but the 0.5-percent death rate is
worse than is typical for recent years.
Deaths in the 2012 Season. On May 18, Steffen Machulka, 49, of Halle,
Germany, was apparently resting, unroped, waiting for his two companions on
the West Buttress when he tried to catch a tumbling backpack and could not
arrest his fall from 16,200 ft. The next day, the National Park Service helicopter
recovered his body from a point on the Peters Glacier at about 15,100 ft.
	Ilkka Uusitalo, 36, of Oulu, Finland, was skiing down the Orient Express
couloir on May 13 with two comrades when he fell down the route into a
crevasse at 15,850 ft. His comrades skied down to the crevasse. One went on
to alert NPS rangers; the other, with the help of bystanders, rappelled into
the crevasse and concluded that Uusitalo was probably dead. NPS Ranger
128 Appalachia

Appalachia_SF2013_FINAL_5.8.indd 128

5/11/13 8:20 AM

Tucker Chenoweth later rappelled into the crevasse, confirmed the death, and
was pulled to the surface carrying Uusitalo’s body, which was evacuated by
helicopter.
Five roped Japanese climbers were descending the section called Motorcycle Hill on the West Buttress route on June 14. The area is not usually
dangerous, but it had been snowing heavily for days. An avalanche swept all
five into a crevasse. The lone survivor, Hitoshi Ogi, 69, could find no sign of
his companions and spent most of the day descending 4,600 ft to report the
accident at Kahiltna base camp at 4 p.m. An aerial search that evening found
no trace of the other four. Those who died were Yoshiaki Kato, 64; Masako
Suda, 50; Tamao Susuki, 63; and Michiko Suzuki, 56. They remain buried
in the crevasse. NPS called this the deadliest accident on the mountain
since 1992.
Notable Climbs. Though not highlighted in the NPS mountaineering
summary, at least one notable effort in 2012 was the culmination of a twoyear training program run by the French Federation of Alpine Clubs. The
training helps young climbers in their 20s “reach a high level of excellence in
alpinism.” Nine young climbers selected by a technical exam took part. Before
beginning their McKinley climb, climbers had already done training climbs.
(The training grounds for the program include Ben Nevis in Scotland, the
Matterhorn N Face, and the Grands Jorasses N Face.) Six program graduates
joined guides and instructors Frédéric Gentet and Christophe Moulin on
the trip to Denali, arriving at Talkeetna on March 23. After a preliminary
survey by air taxi, the group chose to attempt faces on Moose’s Tooth (10,335
ft) and Bear Tooth (10,069 ft) from the Buckskin Glacier. All eight landed
on the glacier on March 26, established a base camp, and conducted a ski
reconnaissance the next day. The group split in two: Estelle Dall’Agnol,
Max Bonniot, and Robin Revest went with Moulin to attempt the E Face of
Moose’s Tooth; and Jérémy Stagnetto, Romain Jennequin, and Simon Remy
went with Gentet to work on Bear Tooth E Face.
The Moulin team started directly up the face on March 29 hoping to reach
the summit in five days, but, much harassed by heavy snow on steep areas,
team members reached only the NE Ridge by day 5, where they caught their
first view of the summit. The ridge proved too complicated, so they crossed
a snowfield and climbed to the summit from the other side, all four topping
out in deep snow on April 4, day 7. They rappelled back to base camp the
same day.
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Meanwhile, the rest of the group, Gentet’s team, had fixed six pitches
up Bear Tooth and prepared for a big 18-hour summit effort following two
bivouacs. They did not make it and descended to two days of snow. After
the storm, they left camp at 3 a.m., finally reaching a tentless bivouac site
at midnight. The next day, they reached the shoulder and triggered a large
avalanche, which the group with Moulin witnessed from base camp. Following another bivouac, Gentet’s team reached the summit on April 12 and began
their descent to base camp at 9 p.m. illuminated partly by northern lights.
Both teams flew out the next day.
The NPS Denali summary notes several events commemorating the 100th
anniversary of the first climb to the summit of McKinley by the Rev. Hudson
Stuck, Harry Karstens, Walter Harper, and Robert Tatum on June 7, 1913.
Descendants of Stuck, Karstens, and Harper, and Athabaskan team members
from nearby villages will conduct a commemorative ascent of the Muldrow
Glacier route, replicating the original climb as closely as possible. The curators
of the Museum of the North in Fairbanks will provide a multimedia exhibition
of historical artifacts, narratives, and a digital mapping display. The Denali
National Park and Reserve’s Eielson Visitor Center, a fine vantage point from
which to view the Muldrow Glacier, will host an interactive exhibit. Also as a
part of the celebration, Denali National Park and the American Alpine Club
will cohost an international mountain conference, Sustainable Summits: The
International Mountain Conference on Environmental Practices, September
8–11, 2013, in Talkeetna.

The Karakoram and Pakistan
Political and military unrest in Pakistan has limited all forms of tourism
including trekking and mountaineering, but in the areas not actively
suffering combat, easy permitting and low or waived fees still encourage
mountaineering. Although information is not always definitive, the Alpine
Club of Pakistan listed 56 foreign expeditions registering for spring and
summer 2012. Many failed to show, and others canceled their attempts or did
not report reaching the summit. At least nine succeeded, some putting large
numbers on top. The Seven Summit Treks expedition to K2 (8,611 m) claimed
that 23 members, guides, and Sherpas reached the summit on July 31, 2012.
Should this claim be confirmed, it is probably the biggest ever summit day on
K2—certainly the record number of ascents for a single expedition.
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As usual, most of the 8,000er activity in Pakistan was by candidates for the
all-fourteen club, ticking off the Pakistan five the easiest way they could. More
interesting are two efforts for the “hard man” (and hard woman): Climbing
a Pakistan 8,000er in winter and completing the demonstrably most difficult
8,000er route, the Mazeno Ridge route up Nanga Parbat, in any season. No
one had done either before 2011.
Eight Thousand-Meter Peaks in Winter. The great majority of those
who climb any of the 8,000ers, the accepted list of the fourteen highest
mountains, do not really enjoy themselves but seek other rewards. Certainly
making the climb in winter does not increase the joy, but, as was inevitable, a
limited number of near masochists eventually added the handicap of winter
weather to the challenges. To avoid varying definitions of winter season, let
us confine attention to calendar winter, the time between the winter solstice
and the spring equinox, between December 21 and March 20. Using this
definition, before 2011 33 hardy individuals had reached the top of at least one
of the eight Nepal 8,000ers or Shisha Pangma (which is in Tibet) in winter.
No one had climbed any of the five in Pakistan in winter.
Polish climbers have gravitated toward this challenge. The first 8,000er
climbed in calendar winter was Everest in 1979 by two Poles, Leszek Cichy
and Krzysztof Wielicki. All the other first winter ascents in Nepal were
made by Polish nationals except Makalu, which Italian Simone Moro and
Kazakh Denis Urubko climbed in winter 2008. In winter 2005, Moro and
Piotr Morawski of Poland climbed Shisha Pangma together. Cho Oyu is
commonly called the easiest 8,000er, and this is true in winter as well. Of
the 33 calendar-winter ascents, 14 are of that mountain. Winter climbing of
8,000ers is almost a male-only sport—only one woman has done it so far,
Swiss Marianne Chapuisat, who climbed Cho Oyu on February 10, 1993.
Why did no one ascend the Pakistan 8,000ers in winter until 2011? There
are several reasons, but the simplest is that the Pakistan peaks lie further north
and thus are colder. The Nepalese peaks and Shisha Pangma are at about the
same latitude as central Florida; the five in Pakistan are at the latitude of
North Carolina.
Celebrating the dominance of Polish climbers in winter 8,000er history,
the Polish Alpine Association initiated “Polish Winter Himalaism 2010–2015”
with the goal of making the first winter ascents of the remaining 8,000-m
peaks by the “next generation of Polish mountaineers.” The Poles failed
to reckon with Simone Moro, and at 11:28 a.m. February 2, 2011, Moro,
Urubko, and Cory Richards of the United States reached the summit
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of Gasherbrum II (8,035 m) via the N Face. Simone commented a little
inaccurately, “It has been very hard, but the three of us feel well.” This made
three 8,000er winter ascents for Moro, two for Urubko, and the first for
Richards (and for any American). Getting down was another matter, the
weather window closed, and they finally reached base camp late in the day on
February 4, after suffering through a major avalanche and Richards’s fall into
a crevasse. They were six days on the mountain.
A more deliberate Polish team reached base camp for their attempt on
Gasherbrum I (8,086 m) almost a year later, on January 21, 2012. The group
included a base camp manager; the well-known Artur Hajzer, 49, the leader;
Adam Bielecki, 28; and Janusz Golab, 44; and two Pakistani high-altitude
porters, Ali Sadpara and Shaheen Baig, both experienced on 8,000-m peaks.
The members probably were less than overjoyed to find they were sharing
base camp with Austrian Gerfried Göschl’s international expedition—a team
also bent on climbing Gasherbrum I in winter—but the Polish team decided
to make the best of it.
By February 9, Hajzer’s team had established camp 3 at 7,040 m on the
Standard Japanese Couloir Route. Winter had already shown its teeth, and
one of the porters left the expedition with frostbite on both feet. In Golab’s
words, “I was surprised by the incredibly strong winds of the Karakoram
winter. They persisted almost throughout the expedition. . . . They forced us
to spend weeks at base camp without any possibility of climbing, which was
probably the hardest part.” From February 25 to 27, the team made the first
summit attempt but was turned back by high wind. Golab fell into a crevasse
and was injured on the descent. On March 8 and 9, a weather window was
predicted, and at midnight March 9, Bielecki and Golab left camp 3 (in a
temperature of –35° centigrade), reaching the summit at 8:30 a.m. for the first
winter ascent of the mountain. They descended to camp 2 by 5 p.m., and by
March 10, all climbers reached base camp.
While Golab and Bielecki were descending on March 9, Göschl, the leader
of the other expedition on the mountain, called Austria on a satellite phone
and said that he, Swiss Cedric Hählen, and Pakistani Nisar Hussain Sadpara
were following a partially new line only 450 m from the summit. About four
hours later, Alex Txikon of Spain, also from the international expedition,
spotted them perhaps 250 m below the top. None of the three have been
heard from or seen since. Although witnesses called for a rescue helicopter,
weather prevented search flights until March 15. Members of the Polish expedition tried to help in the search, during which Golab and Bielecki suffered
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frostbite. On March 15, the helicopter followed the route of ascent to 7,000 m
and the Normal Route. There was no trace of the three, and further searches
were abandoned. The helicopter landed at base camp and evacuated Golab
and Bielecki to the hospital in Skardu.
Thus a second Pakistan 8,000er, Gasherbrum I, was climbed in
calendar winter for the first time. Three men died, and three men suffered
severe frostbite
Climbing the Mazeno Ridge Route. The naked mountain, Nanga
Parbat (8,125 m) is the eleventh highest 8,000er, but in a way, it is the
biggest. A sprawling complex of peaks rising sheerly well above the base on all
sides, Nanga Parbat offers a number of developed ascent routes—none easy.
There is no doubt about the hardest, and indeed, the longest route up any
of the 8,000ers—the WSW Mazeno Ridge, which extends 15 km from the
Mazeno Pass (5,360 m) to the summit. On the very first attempt, by an
1895 British expedition, the Mazeno Pass was used to cross from the then
obviously impossible south side of the mountain to the possibly easier west
side. Later in that expedition, the famous alpine and Caucasian climber
Albert F. Mummery and two Gurkha soldiers disappeared on the mountain—
the first in the long list of deaths there.
Much later in climbing history, mountaineers began to consider the
possibility of an ascent by the awe-inspiring ridge, and in the 1990s, the
idea became an obsession with Doug Scott of Great Britain, who organized
three well-staffed expeditions. In 1995, on the last and most successful of his
expeditions, three members of his team (Scott had retired because of illness)
reached the third Mazeno top, which was halfway to the summit of Nanga
Parbat. In 2004, Americans Doug Chabot and Steve Swenson, blessed by
better snow conditions than their predecessors had been, reached the Mazeno
Col and the Schell Route to the summit. The weather deteriorated and
Swenson was ill. They escaped the mountain by descending the Schell Route.
The entire Mazeno Ridge to summit route had been traversed, but not by a
single party.
The British Mazeno Ridge Expedition 2012 hoped to finish the job. The
climbers’ names seem fated to confuse mountaineering historians. The two
British leaders were Sandy Allan and Rick Allen; the three Sherpas were
Lhakpa Nuru, Lhakpa Rangdu, and Lhakpa Zarok. Only Catharine O’Dowd
(known as Cathy) is easy to remember. The Western climbers scored “fully
qualified” for the task. All had extensive experience on 8,000ers and other
peaks in the Himalaya, O’Dowd is the first woman to ascend Everest from
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both sides, and the two Britons boast previous ascents to the summit of
Nanga Parbat and membership in Doug Scott’s Mazeno Ridge expeditions.
They might have been thought a bit past it for the required “hard man” and
“hard woman” exploits: In 2012, Allen was 59, Allan 57, and O’Dowd, 44.
	On June 14, all arrived at the Mazeno Ridge high base camp (4,900 m),
near the Mazeno Pass, and by July 3, had acclimatized and prepared fixed
camp 1 and camp 2 (at 6,400 m). The subsequent camps were bivouacs
that climbers stripped when they left, taking needed equipment to the next
bivouac (bivi) in a single carry, a technique called “capsule style.” Compared
with the 2004 Chabot and Swenson traverse, the 2012 party of six had much
more carrying power, but four more mouths to feed and water. In addition
to their cameras, personal gear, and clothing, the 2012 party left the last fixed
camp on July 4 with community climbing gear and ropes; 32 gas cylinders to
melt snow for water; and 25 kg of food (not enough). O’Dowd also carried a
satellite phone and spare batteries to receive weather forecasts and update the
now-obligatory expedition website.
The Sherpas’ belaying skills did not seem to be strong. Several climbers fell, were forced to bivouac, had bad nights, and suffered illnesses. High
winds held the team at one bivi for two nights. Finally, on July 10, an 11-hour
effort brought them nearly to the Mazeno Col, the end of the Mazeno Ridge
proper. The next day, all six climbed to a bivi at 7,160 m and rested there for
a summit try the following day. Food supplies were very low, and the Sherpas
were complaining.
Just before midnight, the six began the summit push in three ropes of two.
Lhakpa Nuru and O’Dowd shortly tired and retreated to the bivi. The other
two ropes reached a high point at about 11 a.m., then abandoned the attempt
and headed for the bivi by an alternate route. Lhakpa Zarok and Lhakpa
Rangdu fell perhaps 400 m. They were not injured but severely shaken up
and exhausted. The four did not reach the bivi until dark. That night, the
Sherpas and O’Dowd elected to descend the Schell Route as Chabot and
Swenson had done in 2004. On July 13, O’Dowd and the Sherpas headed
down at 10 a.m. They varied from the route, encountered some huge
avalanches, and Lhakpa Rangdu broke his ankle, but they reached base camp
and safety the next day.
Allen and Allan were left with very little food and a satellite phone with
weak batteries. On July 14, they abandoned their bivi tent and insulating
mats and traversed toward the more traveled Kinshofer Route on the Diamir
Face, hoping it was partially fixed so they could descend more easily and
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perhaps encounter other climbers. When they reached the Kinshofer line,
they instead headed up and dug a snow cave at 7,720 m for the night. After
one biscuit each for breakfast next morning, Allen and Allan climbed up in
deep snow and poor visibility to reach the summit area by 2 p.m. (Both had
been there before, but they could not identify the true summit.) When the
clouds cleared, they finally found the summit marker at 6:12 p.m. on July 15.
Success! After photographs, they descended to the 7,720 m cave, the last halfhour in the dark. They could not light the stove, thus had no water, and food
was limited to biscuit crumbs and two hard candies.
They awoke early on July 16 to a serious situation—literally, deadly serious.
They had no food and no way to obtain water, the satellite phone died, and
they were still at 7,720 m. That day, starved, dehydrated, and moving slowly,
they reached 7,400 m, where they dug an inadequate snow cave. The next
day, they reached 6,300 m just above the Kinshofer camp 2 site. They saw
no one, scratched a bivi site, and spent the night in the open secured to ice
screws. Finally on July 18, they met two Czechs moving up who gave them
some water and loaned them a lighter to start the stove and melt snow for
more. The Czechs gave them two Snickers candy bars and a high-sugar bar,
then continued up the route. Allan and Allen rappelled the Kinshofer wall
and climbed down to reach Kinshofer camp 1 at 11:45 p.m., where they were
met with hot drinks, food, and a tent. On July 19, they walked on to the
Czech base camp and received treatment for semi-frozen toes and fingers.
They ordered a goat from a nearby village, and that evening all enjoyed a huge
dinner prepared by the Pakistani staff. The complete ascent of Nanga Parbat
by the Mazeno Ridge was over, with no lasting damage to the participants.

Nepal Himalaya
Glacier Retreat and Edmund Hillary’s First 7,000-m Peak Ascent. David
Breashears’s recent exhibition at the MIT Museum focused interest on
Himalayan glaciers and global warming and on the photographs and history
of the areas displayed. (See Christine Woodside’s article in Appalachia LXIV
no. 1, pages 144–146, with illustrations of the Kyetrak Glacier in 1921 and
2009.) The Kyetrak Glacier was the site of some of Sir Edmund Hillary’s
experiences in the Himalaya before his first ascent of Everest with Tenzing
Norgay in 1953 and was the base for his first ascent of a 7,000-m peak—the
highest summit he reached before he climbed the world’s highest mountain.
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	In 1951, New Zealanders Edmund Hillary and H.E. Riddiford, who was
already on a mountaineering expedition in India,1 were invited to join Eric
Shipton’s exploratory expedition assessing the possibility of climbing Everest
from the south. The New Zealanders performed well, and the ascent looked
possible. When the members returned to Kathmandu, however, they were
greeted with the shocking news that Nepal had granted the next try on Everest, “the British mountain,” to the Swiss—who were allowed all of 1952 to
make the ascent.2
The Joint Himalayan Committee of the Royal Geographical Society and
the Alpine Club recovered from their shock and, recognizing that Nepal had
granted them permission for 1953, decided to continue their preparations and
to mount a training expedition to Cho Oyu in 1952. Shipton invited Hillary,
Riddiford, and George Lowe, also of New Zealand, to join that expedition.
	Shipton knew that the Cho Oyu summit lay on the boundary between
Nepal and Chinese-occupied Tibet. There was a possibility that a route could
be found from Nepal to the south, but initial exploration showed that the
southern approaches were blocked by a sheer wall stretching from Cho Oyu
to the high 7,000er Gyachung Kang. Hillary and Lowe crossed the Nangpa
La and examined western approaches, concluding that they were easier.
Shipton agreed to try from the west, but fearing that a major difficulty would
arise if any climbers were captured by Chinese troops, insisted on a climbing
base well down on the Nepalese side of the Nangpa La. (See Figure 1.) Hillary
thought, “[As] only a light mobile party would be used and our base would
be Jasamba, far down on the Nepalese side of the border . . . the length of our
communications . . . would make a powerful attempt impossible. . . . Already
we were doomed to failure.”3
And so it proved. With Hillary and Lowe leading the charge, the party
reached the Kyetrak Glacier from the Nangpa La and forced a path up along
it, pioneering the present Cho Oyu Normal Route. They reached 22,500 ft
(6,858 m), still 4,250 ft (1,295 m) below the summit. Unwilling to take further
risks without more equipment and support, they descended and reported to
That expedition climbed Mukut Parbat, 7,242 m, but Hillary did not reach the summit.
Himalayan Journal, XVII.
2
Edmund Hillary. High Adventure. London: Companion Book Club, 1956. Originally
published by Hodder and Stoughton Ltd., 1955, pp. 44–61.
3
High Adventure, p. 76, and for Hillary’s account of the Cho Oyu attempt, pp. 76–82.
1
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Figure 1. Places important to Hillary and Lowe’s attempt on Cho Oyu and the
subsequent ascent of Palung Ri. The base map is taken from the Soviet small scale 2 by
3 degrees series, Sheet h47v (circa 1960). Elevations are in meters, and the original place
names are “Cyrillicizations” of Tibetan and Chinese words. Creative Commons

Shipton, who chose to abandon the attempt and move the group back over
the Nangpa La to Jasamba.
Hillary and Lowe were unhappy with the decision and appealed to
Shipton: “From high on Cho Oyu, we’d examined closely the group of peaks
to the north of the Kyetrak Glacier, and we thought that several of them
were climbable. We wanted to attempt them. Shipton agreed, . . . Our own
personal Sherpas, Angputa and Tashi Phuta, were to accompany us.”4 The
heavily loaded four labored up the Kyetrak in oppressive stillness to camp in
a snowstorm and on the following day reached a 20,600-ft (6,278-m) saddle
between two of the peaks they had spotted. Leaving the Sherpas at the second
camp, Hillary and Lowe climbed the nearer peak, about 21,500 ft (6,553 m),
High Adventure, p. 82. Hillary’s description of the Palung Ri climb is on pp. 82–88.

4
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with a “thrilling” view of Tibet. The following day in threatening weather,
they tried the other peak—they thought about 22,600 ft (6,888 m) high. This
was a far more serious proposition. Both were bothered with freezing feet,
and they reached the summit in blinding snow at 1:30 p.m. on May 13. They
descended in snow and wind to reach the tent and the Sherpas with their last
shreds of energy. Hillary again: “Why did we persist with this climb—even
at the risk of frost-bite or worse? I think it was mainly a reaction from Cho
Oyu. We didn’t want to be beaten a second time, so we pushed things a lot
harder than we would normally have done. And also this peak had exerted the
peculiar fascination of being higher than any peak we had yet climbed.”
	Of course, they did not call the second peak Palung Ri—that name
was applied only years later, and in 1952, both New Zealanders and their
English companions thought in feet and did not attach much importance to
a 7,000er ascent. (It is uncertain just what they believed the mountain height
to be—one of their companions recorded that they told him on May 16 that
the higher and more difficult peak was 22,800 ft—7,000 m is 22,996 ft.) The
name Palung Ri with the elevation of 7,012 m was first widely publicized by
the Schneider map.5
When Hillary, Lowe, and the Sherpas returned to the Khumbu Glacier,
they found the Swiss “Lake Camp” base already abandoned and heard a
depressing rumor that the Swiss had placed seven men on the top of Everest. Next day, Hillary and Lowe encountered Shipton at Pangboche, where
Hillary and Lowe were relieved to learn that the Swiss had failed in their
spring attempt, Lambert and Tenzing having reached 28,000 feet. The talk
ended with an invitation to Hillary and Lowe to join Shipton’s party on a trip
to the area of the Barun Glacier.
Hillary’s account is, “[Shipton and Lowe] had recruited a large group of
women and children to carry our gear. . . . On June 11th we camped in the
south branch of the Imja glacier. . . . For the next ten days we reveled in the
type of life of which Shipton is such an outstanding exponent. . . . In two
glorious days we climbed three fine peaks, and then plunged down to the
Barun glacier itself. The monsoon struck in earnest and . . . we knew our
climbing for the season was finished.” The “three fine peaks” were estimated
to be between 21,300 feet and 21,800 feet, so Palung Ri was still the highest
mountain Hillary had climbed to the top.

5

Khumbu Himal (Nepal) 1:50,000. Field Work Erwin Schneider et al., 1955–1963. Issued 1965.
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The Swiss failed in a second Everest attempt in the fall of 1952, and the
British were next up in spring of 1953. The majority of the Joint Himalayan
Committee was disenchanted with Shipton’s tentative style and small
expedition prejudices, and in a clumsy and controversial process named
John Hunt as expedition leader. Hunt invited Lowe and Hillary to join the
expedition and, after hesitation, they accepted. Hillary climbed only one
peak to the top that year before his Everest attempt—Kangcho Nup (6,043
m) on April 4, 1953, a far lesser mountain than Palung Ri.
On May 29 at 11:30 a.m., Hillary and Tenzing reached the summit of
Everest and were escorted down to their welcoming comrades—and to
history. Everest had been hard, but two years later in High Adventure, Hillary
wrote of Palung Ri, “Whatever the reason, I have never had to struggle harder
for a peak before or since.”
For Palung Ri the mountain, there is little more to tell. According to
The Himalayan Database, from the Hillary–Lowe first ascent in 1952 until
now, only one other group has ascended Palung Ri—Austrians Erwin Schneider (of Schneider map fame) and Ernst Senn from a Norman Dyhrenfurth
expedition, who reached the top on June 16, 1955.6

In Memoriam
Roger Payne, 1956–2012. The well-known climber, guide, mountaineering
administrator, and conscientious mountain environmentalist was killed by an
avalanche while guiding a party on Mt Maudit near Mt Blanc July 12, 2012,
a few days before his 56th birthday. Atypically for a Londoner, he took an
early interest in British mountaineering, directed his education to outdoor
pursuits, and in 1983 received the British Mountain Guide ticket. But the
most important step in his life and his mountaineering career occurred in
1985 when he met New Zealander Julie-Ann Clyma on a mountaineering
expedition in Peru. Within two years, they were full-time climbing partners
and married.
Norman G. Dyhrenfurth, “Lhotse, 1955,” American Alpine Journal, 30: 10: “Schneider worked
with his phototheodolite all around the northern and western approaches to Cho Oyu, . . .
Toward the end of our stay north of the border Schneider and Senn climbed a 23,000-foot
peak north of Cho Oyu, the greater part of it on skis.” Schneider’s phototheodolite work
established the height of the 23,000-ft peak as 7,012 m for his map, and he probably chose the
name Palung Ri.

6
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Payne, usually with Clyma, sought out new routes and remote mountain
areas, always with respect for the impact on the mountaineering environment in the broad sense—the effect on the physical environment, as well as
on the welfare of the people living in the mountains. Among his major new
climbs with Clyma were: 1994, the first alpine-style ascent of Nanda Devi
East, eighth overall and the first by a woman; 2003, the first ascent of Mt
Grosvenor in China near Minya Konka; and 2004, the first modern alpinestyle ascent of Chomolhari in Sikkim.
As an administrator, Payne worked with the British Mountaineering
Council from 1989 to 2001 supervising a period of significant growth and
mission development. He shifted to the UIAA (the international federation of
alpine associations) in Berne, Switzerland, in 2001, promoting links with UN
agencies, the Olympic movement, and environmental agencies. When Payne
left the UIAA in 2005, he and Clyma remained in Switzerland at Leysin,
Payne acting as a consultant, guiding and making personal expeditions.
	On the day of his death, Payne was guiding a party up Mt Maudit as
part of a larger group bent on an ascent of Mt Blanc. A massive avalanche
struck, killing nine people—Payne and two other Britons, three Germans,
two Spaniards, and a Swiss. Fourteen were injured. The accident occurred
despite Payne’s detailed knowledge of the route and his status as a widely
sought instructor in avalanche awareness. Stephen Goodwin, one of Payne’s
biographers, quotes an earlier guide and avalanche savant, André Roch:
“The avalanche does not know you are an expert.”
Michael Horatio Westmacott, 1925–2012. The death of Mike Westmacott
in Cumbria, England, on June 12 marked the passing of the last of the British
climbers who participated in the 1953 first ascent of Everest.
He did not initially show much interest in climbing, spending the
immediate post–World War II years as a junior officer in the First India
Army group often called the King George V Bengal Sappers in Burma. He
then studied mathematics and statistics at Oxford University, joined the
university mountaineering club, and eventually became president of the club.
Like his opposite number, George Band, president of the Cambridge club,
Westmacott was able to arrange a successful season in the Alps in 1952. John
Hunt selected both Band and Westmacott for the 1953 expedition.
Hunt had thought a former Sapper ideally suited to maintaining the vital
route through the chaotic and dangerous Khumbu Icefall. Those duties and
altitude sickness limited Westmacott’s high point on Everest, but at another
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critical point, he hustled the Times correspondent, James Morris, down
through the icefall in time to transmit the word of success to London before
Queen Elizabeth II’s coronation day.
After Everest, Westmacott, like Band, “chose to work,” eventually taking
a job with Shell and receiving a series of international assignments. With his
wife, Sally, also a skilled mountaineer, Mike managed a remarkable series of
first ascents in a wide variety of locales in North America, South America, and
even the Hindu Kush. Some of these expeditions were with friends from the
Everest days such as Band and Hunt. Following retirement from Shell in 1985,
the Westmacotts settled in the Lake District, and Mike took a more active
interest in climbing club matters.
Westmacott was honorary secretary of the Alpine Club from 1967 to 1971,
president from 1993 to 1995, and an honorary member of that club and the
Himalayan Club. He chaired the Alpine Club Library Council, expanding
the library’s functions. He initiated and led the development of the online
computer database, the Himalayan Index. That database now provides
detailed information on more than 4,000 peaks higher than 6,000 m elevation
in the greater Himalaya, a splendid resource for those who plan and execute
mountaineering expeditions—and for those who write about them.
Acknowledgments. These notes are based in part on accounts in The American
Alpine Journal and The Himalayan Journal and their electronic supplements.
The use of the valuable reference sources The Himalayan Database and 8000ers.
com is also gratefully acknowledged.
—Jeffery Parrette
Alpina Editor
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News and Notes
Groups Unite to Finish Boston’s “Outer Emerald Necklace”
The Appalachian Mountain Club and The Trustees of Reservations have
joined to assist the Bay Circuit Alliance to finish and protect the 200-mile
Bay Circuit Trail and Greenway. This trail, often called greater Boston’s Outer
Emerald Necklace, is a multiuse recreational trail and greenway encircling 57
towns and cities between Route 128 and Interstate 495. The trail runs through
37 communities from Plum Island to Duxbury, connecting thousands of acres
of scenic, historic, and conservation lands. Nearly 4 million people live near
the trail. Many sections are accessible by Massachusetts Bay Transportation
Authority (MBTA) commuter rail.
Longtime BCA chairman Al French of Andover will retire this year. The
AMC and the Trustees have collaborated now to fulfill his mission, which
dates to when he first volunteered to organize and lead the BCA in 1990.
The BCA joins trail groups, land trusts, conservation commissions, nonprofit
organizations, and individuals. Through French’s leadership and work by
hundreds of volunteers and more than 30 cooperating towns, 180 miles of the
Bay Circuit Trail and 4,000 acres of greenway are now protected.
The AMC and the Trustees will recruit and organize volunteers in the work
to complete the last 20 miles of the trail. The origins of the Bay Circuit Trail
date to more than 80 years ago, when a movement developed calling for a trail
outside Boston to emulate the city’s famed Emerald Necklace, a string of nine
parks stretching from the Charles River to Franklin Park in Dorchester. Early
visionaries included former AMC and Trustees leaders Benton MacKaye,
father of the Appalachian Trail, and Charles Eliot II, nephew of Trustees
founder Charles Eliot and a protégé of Emerald Necklace designer Frederick
Law Olmsted.
—From press releases

National Forest Foundation Seeks $1 Million for Irene Damage
In August 2011, Tropical Storm Irene wreaked havoc and rained destruction
across New England, devastating areas of Vermont and leading to the
closures of the White Mountain and Green Mountain national forests. Rivers
jumped their beds and tore down treadway, destabilized bridge abutments,
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When the last 20 miles are completed, the Bay Circuit Trail will span 200 miles from
Plum Island to Duxbury, avoiding Route 128 and I-495. AMC
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choked damns, and filled culverts. The cost of the infrastructure damage in
the White Mountain National Forest was estimated at $10 million. Starting
in September 2011, the WMNF and partner organizations, including the
Appalachian Mountain Club, worked to repair the biggest problems. (See
News and Notes, Winter/Spring 2012, LXIII no. 1, and Summer/Fall 2012,
LXIII no. 2.) Many trails and roads remain closed, with the majority of the
damage in Wilderness areas.
The National Forest Foundation has begun a campaign to assist with
repairs through its Treasured Landscape program. The NFF’s goal is to raise
$1 million that will be matched by $1 million of U.S. Forest Service funds.
The areas officials named as most in need of funding are the Wild River,
Waterville Valley, and the Southern Presidentials.
The mission of the NFF is to engage Americans in community-based
and national programs that promote the health and public enjoyment of the
193-million-acre National Forest System, and to administer private gifts of
funds and land for the benefit of the National Forests. In 2012, the NFF
supported the Davis Path Reconstruction project by the AMC in the WMNF.
—From press release

Happy 75th, Appalachian Trail
The 75th anniversary of the Appalachian Trail’s completion occurred in 2012.
The AT, the 2,184-mile-long trail that leads from Georgia to Maine and is
home to thousands of hikers annually, was the first “super trail”1 and came
into being in 1937.
Benton MacKaye initially conceived the AT in 1921 as a refuge from work
and industrialized life. The concept focused on a series of work, study, and
farming camps along the ridges of the Appalachians, with a trail connecting them from the highest point in the North (Mount Washington in New
Hampshire) to the highest in the South (Mount Mitchell in North Carolina).
The early planners did not consider “thru-hiking,” going the distance in a
single season, as more than an incidental enterprise. The first Appalachian
Trail Conference convened in 1925, and between 1925 and 1937, its work
focused on connecting existing trails as well as building new trail.

Vermont’s Long Trail is the oldest long-distance hiking trail, built between 1910 and 1930. The
Long Trail also hosts a section of the Appalachian Trail.

1
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During the 75 years, the AT and the Appalachian Trail Conference—
now renamed the Appalachian Trail Conservancy—have been driving forces
and motivating ideas behind federal conservation landmarks such as the
National Trail Systems Act (1968). The act created a new species of public
lands under the National Park System: the National Scenic Trail, which also
includes the Pacific Crest Trail and the New England Trail. This designation
recognized the AT as a national resource and ensured its stewardship at a
national level within the Park Service.
	Since its completion in 1937, the AT has seen some changes. All of the trail
has been relocated except for about 18 miles—not counting those sections
that were already trails when the AT project began, such as the Long Trail
and the White Mountain sections. Also, through the work of many partners,
99.7 percent of the AT—which is officially a national park—is protected.
Today, the Appalachian Trail Conservancy, the National Park Service, and 31
volunteer trail maintaining clubs maintain the AT. The AMC maintains 350
miles of the AT, 105 of them in the White Mountains. The other maintaining
clubs in New England are the Green Mountain Club, the Dartmouth Outing
Club, the Randolph Mountain Club, and the Maine Appalachian Trail Club.
About 13,000 people have hiked the entire distance, and the first reported
thru-hiker completed his hike in 1948. Many start, but few of them finish: in
2012, 2,500 thru-hikers started the trail in Springer Mountain in Georgia, and
486 of them finished.
—Source: Appalachian Trail Conservancy

Easier to Go Up
I’m an old geezer: 87 and still counting, I hope! I’ve done a bit of walking in
such cities as New York, Toronto, Washington, Denver, and San Francisco;
Helsinki, London, Vienna, Florence, and Paris; Bombay (now Mumbai),
Calcutta, Shanghai, Canton, and Karachi; Moscow, Leningrad, and Tehran.
And I’ve had some climbing, too: in the Adirondacks, the Green Mountains,
the White Mountains (including Mount Washington three times in winter),
Katahdin (in Maine), the Sierra Nevadas, and mountains in Iran, among
others.
And what, besides overcoming challenges and enjoying magnificent views,
have I learned from all this? One big conclusion stands out: It is easier to go
up than down.
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By “easier,” I do not mean “less tiring.” The most obvious symptom of
my conclusion is that going up is physically more casual. Consider stairs.
Coming down, one must pay more attention to placing each foot properly
than when going up. The results of a misstep are considerably more difficult
to correct when one is going down than when one is going up. This difference
is perhaps more noticeable out in the open than it is on stairs.
Certainly a hiker is more cautious when going down than when going up.
A major reason, in my view, is that one is facing the slope when ascending,
so that one’s face and body are closer to the slope than when descending.
Draw a line to represent a hill, and put a vertical line on it to represent the
hiker. The smaller angle between the hill and the hiker is the uphill version;
the larger angle, well over 90 degrees, is the downhill situation. One’s vision
makes this difference highly noticeable, leading to increased apprehension on
the way down.
	On rock faces, the degree of difficulty of descending seems several orders
harder than that of ascending. When going up, one’s natural lines of vision
encompass the rock that is ahead, and one can relatively easily scan it for
handholds and footholds. Going down, one’s natural lines of vision show a
great space ahead and below, often inducing considerable fear, and one must
look down in an exaggerated manner for steps and handholds, which do not
show themselves as clearly as during the ascent.
Further, the much smaller angle between the climber and the hill or cliff
makes one more comfortable than when facing a large angle during a descent.
One instinctively knows that if one slips, it is easier to grab hold when one is
facing and closer to the surface.
All of this results in novices having to learn that, although they become
more tired going up than down, they must pay extra attention to the path and
its steps on the way down. And just when they thought they could relax!
	Not until you are in the car, my friends.
—Ed Rosenberg

Ed Rosenberg is professor emeritus of mathematics at Western Connecticut State
University in Danbury, where he lives.
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An 82nd Birthday Trekking
Through Nepal
Trekking in Nepal had long been a
fantasy of mine. This dream came true
last May, when my daughter Julie and I
trekked in the lower Everest region for
eighteen days, in celebration of Mother’s Day and my 82nd birthday.
When we arrived in Kathmandu,
our guide, Ambar Tamang, nicknamed
Saila (which means “third son”), met us
at the airport and stayed with us until
our departure three weeks later.
	Our first stop, after a flight in a
small plane that seated 15 people, was
the tiny village of Phaplu. We stayed in Small planes, swaying bridges, and
one of the many teahouses that lodged high-elevation trekking did not slow
us throughout the trek. Staying in the Hanni Myers. JULIA SWEET
local teahouses, we met the owners and
their children and got a firsthand experience of the Sherpa culture. We also
delighted in the home-cooked food.
That morning in Phaplu, I got my first glimpse of the majestic snowcovered peaks. It was an awesome sight. I was anxious about my ability to
climb the steep steps, and the first three days were a struggle, partly because
of the terrain, the altitude, and my own mental state. With Saila’s and Julie’s
encouragement, I became accustomed to the altitude, to constantly going up
or going down, and to stepping aside for donkeys. Although Julie and I had
both exercised before our trip, we realized that there would have been no way
to prepare for that altitude.
	On most days, Julie and I usually awoke at about 5:30 a.m. At 6 a.m., Saila
knocked on the door and brought us coffee and tea and asked us what we wanted
for breakfast. We packed our duffle bags, and by 7:15, we were on our way.
We passed through many villages, where the little children greeted us with
folded palms and “Namaste” (a peaceful acknowledgement of others). Crossing the swaying bridges was not my favorite part, but I tried to focus on Saila’s
pack and to not look down. Often, Saila had us stop for tea before continuing
to the next stop for lunch. We generally walked six to seven hours a day. Upon
arriving at the day’s destination, we settled into one of the simple rooms and
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then spent time with Saila and another guide, Dawa, or played with the kids
who lived there. Supper ended at about 7:30 p.m., and then we went to bed.
We ate rice, potatoes, vegetables, yak meat, eggs. The only food we missed
was fresh fruit. At Saila’s suggestion, we took a Pepto-Bismal after every meal,
and we did not ever get sick. He also counseled us to avoid altitude pills unless
we had symptoms. I think we were lucky because we never had symptoms.
	Saila turned out to be a great friend. He was patient and kind, and because
there were only four of us, we did not feel the pressure to keep up with a
group. He is experienced, knew about flora and fauna to iPods. He speaks
excellent English, is trained in advanced first aid, and leads many trips to
Everest Base Camp as well as to areas in Nepal where there are wild honeybees. I forgot to mention that he is also a lot of fun.
Dawa, who carried about 100 pounds, with a strap around his forehead,
was always cheerful and never admitted to being tired! He is from a small
village and does not speak English. Julie gave him a kickboxing lesson one
evening in the kitchen of one of the teahouses. Of course, the other boys who
lived there joined in.
	On May 22, we reached my goal: the Tengboche Buddhist Monastery at
12,700 feet. This is the gateway to Mount Everest. All of the “serious” climbers have to pass through here. Here we met many trekkers and enjoyed clear
views of Everest and adjacent peaks.
	In the monastery, we sat on mats while listening to the monks intoning
their chants. We sat quietly for quite a long time. For me, it was the climax of
our journey.
Later that day, a couple of helicopters landed, people were running around,
guides were using their cell phones, but we did not find out until our return
to Kathmandu that four climbers had died on Everest that day.
We visited the Sir Edmund Hillary School in Khumjung, the Nepal Youth
Foundation with its nutrition program and homes for children, the Hindu
sights in Kathmandu, the shops, and markets. For me, the entire trip was
the experience of a lifetime: seeing the Himalaya, meeting men and women
and children in the villages, getting to know Saila and our young porter,
experiencing the local food, and, best of all, bonding with my daughter.
—Hanni Myers
Contact Hanni Myers at myersh@bc.edu.
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Books of Note
Trail Reflections: 50 Years of Hiking and Backpacking
By Jim Kern
St. Augustine, Florida: Kern House Publishing, 2012
366 pages. ISBN: 978-0-615-63056-6.
Price: $60 (hardcover)
Any number of forces propel peripatetic wanderers to
periodically lace up hiking boots and strap on backpacks—a desire to
commune with nature, pursue adventure, flee the ravages of contemporary
civilization, exercise muscles, or exorcise demons—and most eventually
emerge from the wilderness either enriched, inspired, and empowered or
humbled, bedraggled, and exhausted.
For a very few, that first foray leads to a lifetime of exploration, which they
embrace with evangelical fervor.
	Such a man is Jim Kern, whose initial hike on a section of the Appalachian
Trail more than half a century ago exposed new horizons and infused a
determination to motivate others to share his experiences.
After that initial 40-mile hike with his brother from Clingman’s Dome
in North Carolina’s Great Smoky Mountains National Park to Fontana Dam
in 1961, Kern went on to found the Florida Trail Association in 1966, the
American Hiking Society in 1976, and Big City Mountaineers in 1989, a nationwide organization that introduces disadvantaged teens to the great outdoors.
Kern, whose global rambles have taken him from New Zealand’s Milford
Track to the Himalaya in Bhutan, chronicles his lifetime passion in the
handsome volume, Trail Reflections: 50 Years of Hiking and Backpacking.
Rather than a linear narrative, this coffee table–sized book meanders from
continent to continent, from decade to decade, recounting the author’s
extensive travels hither and yon.
Although the prose at time seems pedestrian, the lavish photographs are
often breathtaking. They capture not just spectacular scenery but the human
spirit and achieve the goal of so many photographers and authors: bring the
printed page to life, and make us want to see the subjects firsthand.
—Steve Fagin
Book Review Editor
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The Appalachian Trail: Celebrating
America’s Hiking Trail
By Brian B. King
New York: Rizzoli, 2012
336 pages. ISBN: 978-0-8478-3903-2.
Price: $50 (hardcover)
At last count Amazon.com lists some 1,200 books about the
Appalachian Trail, including map-filled hiking guides, epiphany-laced
memoirs, personal journals, monolithic monographs, at least one national best
seller, volumes doomed to the remainder table, and even murder mysteries.
So it takes a certain chutzpah to title your work simply, The Appalachian
Trail: Celebrating America’s Hiking Trail. It’s like naming your cookbook
Cuisine or your religious text God. If you’re planning to present yourself as
the definitive source on such a monumental topic, you’d better be sure you
have the credentials and deliver the goods.
The Appalachian Trail Conservancy, an organization whose mission is to
preserve and manage one of the nation’s most celebrated footpaths, certainly
has the credentials, and its longtime publicist/publisher, Brian B. King, writes
with spare elegance to present a thoughtful, well-researched history of “the
People’s Path” that now extends 2,184 miles from Maine to Georgia.
The 10-by-10-inch book contains more than 300 mesmerizing photographs that reflect the trail’s incomparable beauty and rich, 75-year history,
blending contemporary images with those mined from the ATC’s archives.
In addition, the book includes a foldout copy of the official National Park
Service’s map of the entire trail, a valuable resource for those planning to hike
any or all of the AT.
	It was an inspired bit of whimsy to have Bill Bryson, author of perhaps the
best-known work about the AT, A Walk in the Woods (Broadway Books, 1998),
pen the foreword because Bryson famously failed to complete the thru-hike
upon which his outrageously hilarious book was based.
King wisely does not try to compete with Bryson’s style but presents an
accessible history from the early trail years through the present.
	Short of an encyclopedia, there can be no comprehensive compendium of
the AT. Anyone who has hiked any or all of it has his own experiences and
references. The Appalachian Trail handles the hugeness of its topic like a fine
meal: It satisfies but does not overwhelm.
—Steve Fagin
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Eastern Alpine Guide: Natural History and Conservation
of Mountain Tundra East of the Rockies
Edited by M.T. Jones and L.L. Willey
New Salem, Massachusetts: Beyond Ktaadn, 2012
348 pages. ISBN: 978-0-9883535-1-0. Price: $34.95 (paperback)
As a dedicated hiker who has scaled all 67 4,000-footers in
New England and traipsed most of the footpaths, including the 100-Mile
Wilderness and Long Trail, I can reasonably hold my own when discoursing
with fellow adventurers about various natural features and phenomena in
the Northeast.
But when I’m hiking in the company of a trained botanist, wildlife
biologist, ornithologist, or geologist, I’m often reduced to making such
observations as, “Oh, look at that purple flower!” I’ve always admired experts
who can identify all the flora and fauna that surround us when venturing into
the alpine zone and beyond.
For dilettantes like me, Eastern Alpine Guide: Natural History and
Conservation of Mountain Tundra East of the Rockies is a wonderfully detailed,
well-organized resource.
Editors Michael T. Jones and Lisabeth L. Willey have collected material
from more than a dozen top researchers, as well as applied their own considerable expertise that combines academic credentials with field experience.
Jones, who has served as an Appalachian Mountain Club hutmaster at
Lakes of the Clouds and winter caretaker at Carter Notch, holds a PhD in
biology from the University of Massachusetts and has studied wilderness
areas from the Canadian Shield to the Everglades. Willey, who worked for
the AMC, the U.S. Geological Survey, and Mount Washington Observatory,
holds an engineering degree from MIT and a PhD in biology and wildlife from
University of Massachusetts Amherst. She and Jones founded the organization
Beyond Ktaadn, which promotes the conservation, public awareness, and
greater scientific understanding of alpine and montane biodiversity in eastern
North America.
After reading their book, I can’t wait until I next venture up the Crawford
Path, glance at a cluster of flowers, and proclaim, “Look! It’s the floral ‘trinity’—diapensia, alpine azalea, and Lapland rosebay!”
Eastern Alpine Guide is a treasure trove of information that will inspire us
to learn about, visit, and help preserve these wild, high-altitude zones.
—Steve Fagin
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AMC Guide to Outdoor Digital Photography:
Creating Great Nature and Adventure Photos
By Jerry Monkman
Boston: Appalachian Mountain Club Books, 2011
192 pages. ISBN 978-1-934028-50-6.
Price: $19.95 (paperback)

Noise, RAW, rule of thirds, DSLR, tele-converters, dpi, zoom,
megapixels, sensors, LCD, histogram, HDR, depth of field, jpeg, ISO,
aperture . . .
Huh? What?
Jerry Monkman knows what. His AMC Guide to Outdoor Digital
Photography explains and illustrates those terms intelligently and thoroughly.
But more important, he writes for the camera tenderfoot and the camera
savvy so that both gain knowledge and confidence about shooting outdoor
images. Like a trusty trail map, this book guides you on technical, creative,
and commonsense paths to achieve solid outdoor photographs.
He rightfully advises to first choose a camera that suits your photographic
needs. Think about the size of images you want to produce, the camera’s
weight (remember unless you employ Sherpas, you are the one lugging it up
steep pitches and over rocky trails), equipment durability, point-and-shoot
convenience or single lens reflex versatility, fixed lenses versus interchangeable
lenses, and sensor size.
Monkman believes photographers need first to discover their equipment
comfort level before seeking vistas, ridges, or horizons to photograph. And he
wisely recommends photographers get to know their camera’s quirks, capabilities, and limitations. Practice . . . practice . . . practice . . . even at a “place
close to home.” Your own backyard or nearby park have much to photograph.
Take the time to study and to see.
For more than a decade, Charis Wilson was Edward Weston’s muse, and,
similarly, Monkman’s creativity is inspired by his passion for the outdoors.
Despite his photography talent and smarts, he knows that not all shoots
go perfectly. When well-planned location assignments fall flat, or the grueling morning hike into the site saps inspiration, Monkman wisely suggests,
“Stop, look, listen, and let your mind tune in to your surroundings.”
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Monkman is engaged and in-tune visually with the outdoors. He
meticulously plans for each assignment, then skillfully captures the rim-lit
peaks, silhouetted trees, rock climbers, or swirling waters onto his camera’s
memory card. He can anticipate how each composition will appear in the
digital “light room,” where, as he explains, the photographer uses editing
software to bring the pixels to life. He would rather be hiking a White
Mountain ridgeline or a Maine coastline than sit in front of a computer
screen. Most of us, I suspect, feel the same, but Monkman knows taking
well-composed, focused, and correctly exposed photographs is only part of
the creative photography process.
	Organizing and managing a digital stockpile of photos is daunting.
Monkman is as organized at the computer as he is on the trail and shares his
programs and methods, including how not to lose your files in a crash.
Monkman freely shares his wisdom. He doesn’t preach. He teaches—
simply. Dress according to weather conditions. Protect yourself and your
equipment. In rain and dampness, bring plastic bags to cover your camera—
and so on. The camera equipment, shooting techniques, and computer
programs that work for him are his suggestions for others to explore or ignore.
He is a tad dogmatic about using a tripod, though. He always uses one.
The illustrations or vignettes throughout each of the book’s first four
sections are invaluable tools. The illustrations educate and are valuable
visuals.
A glossary would have been helpful. Section Two, “In the Field,” could
easily stand alone as a field guide and would pack neatly beside a trail map,
granola, and dried fruit.
During the summer of 1869 while camping in the Sierras, John Muir wrote,
“We are now in the mountains, and they are in us, kindling enthusiasm . . . .”
Monkman too is in the mountains and his “how to” guide to outdoor photography and his images bring the mountains to us . . . skillfully and visually.
—Skip Weisenburger
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AMC’s Best Day Hikes in Connecticut:
A Four-Season Guide to 50 of the Best Trails from
the Highlands to the Coast (Second edition)
By René Laubach and Charles W.G. Smith
Boston: Appalachian Mountain Club Books, 2013
292 pages. ISBN 978-1-934028-77-3.
Price: $18.95 (paperback)

AMC’s Best Day Hikes in Vermont:
A Four-Season Guide to 60 of the Best Trails
in the Green Mountain State
By Jennifer Lamphere Roberts
Boston: Appalachian Mountain Club Books, 2013
262 pages. ISBN 978-1-934028-72-8.
Price: $18.95 (paperback)
Readers of Northeastern hiking guides
sometimes feel as if they make leaps of faith—and
literal leaps—with the many books out there. But the Appalachian Mountain
Club guides allow us to step with confidence. The AMC sets the standard
for well-organized routes, maps, and trip planners. These books accurately
describe distances, difficulty, directions, and safety precautions. The authors
thoughtfully remark on backcountry history.
Connecticut guide authors René Laubach and Charles W. G. Smith make
a solid case that the Nutmeg State’s trails are elegant. “Connecticut provides
a varied setting for discovery, from its mountainous northwestern corner to
its extensive coastline. It has no true wilderness, but within its borders are
wild oases teeming with life.” They say the state’s mostly forested landscape
“is in many ways wilder today than it was 100 years ago.” Hikes go to the
state’s high point on Mount Frissell, Bear Mountain, the traprock ridges,
and coastal points. Lesser-known wonders include the bird-rich Barn Island,
Peoples State Forest, and the White Memorial.
Vermont guide author Jennifer Lamphere Roberts notes, “Though
Vermonters have long appreciated the mountains and forests, hiking was
not always as popular as it is today. The 1921 guide to the Long Trail began
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with a lament that more hikers were not visiting: ‘The Green Mountains of
Vermont have been sadly neglected, which is strange. . . . This neglect lies
with the people of the State who failed to make the mountains accessible
or to give them due publicity.’” But today, Roberts writes, those mountains
“are probably Vermont’s most well-known feature, and hiking trails have
made many of them accessible.” The 60 routes go to points like Stratton
Pond, Camel’s Hump, Mount Equinox, and Jay Peak; and the lesser-known
ones like White Rocks Ice Beds in Wallingford and Monadnock Mountain
in Lemington.
Seasoned hikers might not find all their favorites, but these two guides do
what all good guides do: they make us want to hit the trails.
—Steve Fagin

Triumph and Tragedy: The Life of
Edward Whymper
By Emil Henry
Leicester, United Kingdom: Matador, 2011
428 pages. ISBN: 978-1848765-788.
Price: £17.99 (hardcover)
Shadow of the Matterhorn: The Life of
Edward Whymper
By Ian Smith
Hildersley, United Kingdom: Carreg Publishing, 2011
336 pages. ISBN: 978-0-9563163-1-8.
Price: £25 (hardcover)
It was one of those rare tragedies that reverberates down
the ages: Nearly 150 years ago seven men reached the summit of the most
coveted—and the last—major unclimbed peak in the Alps. In their jubilation,
they cascaded rocks down the far side to alert their defeated competitors.
But an hour later on the descent, one man slipped, knocked off another,
and two others were pulled off. And then the rope broke, leaving four
climbers to plunge 4,000 feet to their deaths, while the three stunned
survivors clung to the rocks. It remains the most famous accident in
mountaineering history.
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The protagonist of this catastrophe on the Matterhorn was a 25-year-old
Englishman, Edward Whymper, who had spent five years trying the peak
that many thought inaccessible. It had been more than 70 years since his last
biography (by Frank Smythe, 1940; a shorter one by Walt Unsworth appeared
in 1965). Then in 2011, two were published, by Emil Henry and Ian Smith.
They confront two difficulties bequeathed by Whymper: He wrote extensively,
and very well, about his climbing and exploration, and he said almost nothing
about the rest of his life. He left two memorable books: Scrambles Amongst the
Alps and Travels Amongst the Great Andes of the Equator. (Extensive sections of
these biographies, Henry’s especially, are passages from Whymper.) Whymper
was an expert wood engraver; both biographers provide many examples of
his work. They can say little of his feelings about that work, however. His
affective life is even more obscure. He made few strong attachments. His most
emotional relationship may have been with Charlotte Hanbury, a woman ten
years his senior whom he met late in life and who died a few years later. Two
days short of his 66th birthday, he married Edith Lewin. She was 21.
Although it produced a daughter, this amazing union did not last long.
It is hard to know what prompted it. Both Henry and Smith quote the
claim of Whymper’s nephew Robert that Whymper’s sex life “was distinctly
cave-man,” but neither biographer can say who the cave-women were.
Smythe dismisses this “unfortunate marital affair” in a single paragraph.
Both current books speculate about it at greater length, but cannot fully
elucidate the mystery. Smith provides a fascinating footnote: Whymper’s
daughter Ethel Rosa climbed the Matterhorn by a harder route than her
father’s when she was 22.
	No doubt Whymper will always be remembered for the Matterhorn, but
his later life was remarkable. Always captivated by the unknown, he made
two trips to Greenland and several to Canada. His most important venture
was to the almost-untouched high volcanoes of Ecuador. For some six
months in 1870, he made many first ascents, including the country’s highest,
Chimborazo. Jean-Antoine Carrel, his guide and rival on the Matterhorn, and
Carrel’s cousin Louis, accompanied Whymper, whose book on the expedition
(reprinted in a fine edition in 1987) includes long sections about insects and
plants, complete with drawings. These were a notable contribution to the
scientific record.
Both these books satisfy the need for an updated account of Whymper.
Smith’s spends more time on the post-Matterhorn years and gives a much fuller
record of the Greenland trips. He also provides excellent color photographs
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of many of Whymper’s climbs in the Alps. They remind us how daring were
these achievements in the days before crampons and reliable ropes, much
less pitons and slings. Although often climbed, the Matterhorn remains a
dangerous mountain. More than 400 have died on it since Whymper’s ascent.
Whymper must have his famous last word: “Climb if you will, but
remember that courage and strength are nought without prudence, and that
a momentary negligence may destroy the happiness of a lifetime. Do nothing
in haste; look well to each step; and from the beginning think what may be
the end.”
—Steven Jervis

Briefly Noted
Peak Experiences
Edited by Carol Stone White
Hanover, New Hampshire: University Press of New England, 2012
344 pages. ISBN: 978-1611682540.
Price: $24.95 (paperback)
In this surprising combination of unvarnished narratives,
mountaineers bare their own mistakes and those of novices they have
rescued. These tales of ill-prepared climbers, sudden storms, forgotten
equipment, poor planning, and simple bad luck humble all of us who
climb in the Northeastern mountains. These parables guide but never
preach. They remind us to respect these hills. The book reprints longtime Appalachia contributor Doug Mayer’s story (originally printed as
“A Leg Up: One Person’s Accident,” in Appalachia, June 1990, XLVIII
no. 2, pages 72–78) about breaking his leg and rescuing himself on a
frigid winter day.
—Christine Woodside
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Distant Summers: P.G. Downes’ Journals of
Travels in Northern Canada, 1936–1947
By P.G. Downes, edited by R.H. Cockburn
Ottawa, Ontario, Canada:
McGahern Stewart Publishing, 2012
Vol. 1, 364 pages, ISBN: 978-0-9868600-2-7.
Price: $26 (paperback)
Vol. 2, 364 pages, ISBN: 978-0-9868600-3-4.
Price: $26 (paperback)
Here, at long last made available by the
same publisher in its series of Forgotten Northern Classics, are Downes’ actual
trip journals, profusely illustrated with photographs and maps by Downes
and including notes by R.H. Cockburn. Volume 1 covers 1936 to 1938, and
Volume 2 covers 1939 to 1947. i found them just as captivating as Sleeping
Island.
—Stewart Coffin
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AMC Books
Mountain Voices

Stories of Life and Adventure in the
White Mountains and Beyond
By Doug Mayer and Rebecca Oreskes
Foreword by Laura Waterman
$18.95 • ISBN 978-1-934028-80-3

This collection of fifteen profiles captures the
stories and spirit of the people who choose
to live in New Hampshire’s craggy, remote
North Country. Over nearly two decades,
authors Doug Mayer and Rebecca Oreskes
interviewed extraordinary people whose lives
are intricately linked to the history of the White
Mountains. With humor, wit, and unforgettable
personal style, these trailblazing pioneers
describe in their own words the foundation
they laid for today’s outdoor adventurers.
Profiles include Brad and Barbara Washburn,
Guy and Laura Waterman, and others.

Appalachia Cumulative
Index, 1946-2010
Indexed by Ezra Freeman
$60 • ISBN: 978-1-934028-46-9

AMC has completed its first full index for
Appalachia in 64 years!
• Hardcover bound in cloth and gold leaf
• Perfect for collectors and libraries
• Find every article published in
Appalachia about your favorite trail,
conservation issue, or outdoor
adventure seeker
• Complete coverage by author, title, and
subject, from Abbey to Zermatt

Find these and other AMC titles, as well as ebooks, through ebook stores, booksellers, and outdoor
retailers, or order directly from AMC at outdoors.org/amcstore or by calling 800-262-4455.
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A Peak Ahead

At Large

I

n the next A ppal achi a , four writers ex amine different
concepts of escaping to wild lands.
Blair Braverman returns to our pages with a harrowing story she has been
researching in the Norwegian arctic. In 1733, young Birte Olsdatter murdered
her husband and then escaped to a mountain cave for several months before
authorities found and executed her. What must have this been like, and
why has the story itself changed along with people’s changing assumptions
about her?
Through her 20s, Sally Manikian was figuring out what she wanted from
life—a permanent life in the mountains. She also was a caretaker to her
mother, who was slowly dying of Lou Gehrig’s disease. Manikian’s essay will
relive that recent time of grief as her mother’s universe shrank to a bed while
Manikian’s expanded into hundreds of square miles of forest.
Wild animals find new ways of staying on the run in the American West.
Dawn Stover installed a remote observation camera on her back deck in rural
Oregon. She will consider why, in a developed world, so much animal activity occurs at night. Jane Braxton Little will describe her quest to see the first
wolf in California since the 1920s. Scientists have tracked “OR7” thousands
of miles; he trotted within a mile of Little’s house.
Doug Teschner will write about why he stood up his friend Tom and
didn’t go to the Pyrenees in 1972—and the feelings that returned when he
finally did.
	In the Pemigewasset Wilderness in New Hampshire, Mike Foster will
describe timber removal the old-fashioned way, with horses. Cambridge
musician Ben Cosgrove will consider the quest for a place that lacks noise.
Appalachian Mountain Club Publisher Peter Tyson will take us to a place in
the continental United States that he believes comes close to total silence.
—Christine Woodside
chris@chriswoodside.com
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“I started reading Appalachia for the accident reports, but I kept
reading for the great features.” — Mohamed Ellozy, subscriber

SUPPORT THE STORIES
YOU LOVE!
Start or renew your Appalachia
subscription today, and keep
reading America’s longest-running
journal of mountaineering
and conservation.

Visit outdoors.org/appalachia
for a special offer: 36% off
the journal’s cover price.
That’s three years of Appalachia
(6 issues) for only $42. Or choose
a one-year subscription (2 issues)
for $18 —18% off the cover price.
Inside every issue, you’ll find:
• inspired writing on mountain exploration, adventurers,
ecology, and conservation
• up-to-date news and notes on international expeditions
• analysis of recent Northeastern mountaineering accidents
• book reviews, poetry, and much more
Subscribe today at outdoors.org/appalachia or call 800-372-1758.
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